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Prologue. ; 


IL NUR Playmaher ( for yet he won't be calld 
| Olle, 8 Poet pro to be inſtalld 

r Lawreat ) bs fo me out t invite 
ſor fancies to a full and cleane delight : 
ind bids me tell you, That though he be nowe 
if thoſe, whoſe towring Muſes a the Throne 
of Kings, get his familiar wirth's as good, 
ben tis by you approv'd and underſtood. 
Arif H had writ ſtrong lines,and had the fate, 
If other Fools for medling with the State. 
Readers and Andients make good Plyyes or Books, 
Tis appetite makes Diſhes, tis not Cooks. 

ut let me tell you, though you have the power, 
js kill or ſaue; They re Tyrants that devonre, 
And Princes that preſerve : He does not ayme, 
do much at praiſe, as pardon ; nor does claime 
Lawrell, but Money; Bayes will buy no gack _ 
And Hononr fills no belly, cloaths no back, 
And therefore you may ſee his maine intent 
I his owne welfare, amd your merriment. 
Then: often come, *twill make us and him the wetter, 
Wee'l drown the faults of this, in one that's better. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Ermine, an ald Uſurer. 
| Dryground, an old decayed Knight. 
Sir Amphilus, a Corniſh Knight. 
| Bumpſey, an old Juſtice. 
„ Brookeall, a Gentleman, undone by Vermine. | 
Valentine, Drygrounds Son. 
Wat, Vermins Son. 
— reindlys 4 Templer. 
er, 8 88 
Ambroſe, 8 Io Galents 
Trebaſco. Sir Amphilus bis Footman. 
Attorney. | 


Ars. Magdalen, Bumpſeys Wi ſe. 

Jane, his Daughter. 

„ Alice, Vermins Daughter: _ | 

E Frances, a young Gentlewoman: 

5 Phillis, a poore Wench. | 

Elianor. WEIS 
Lawyers. .. 7 1 
Serjeants. wW bh 
Servants. 
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e4 CT. I. Scene I. 


Vermine, Dryground x 


ou have your Money; full a thou- 
Mr =" ſand pound, 
Fir 3 2 F 
Dry. ou have my Mortgage 

Fier. All —. and 9 all well 
| And good. But, now, | 
r Humfrey Drygraund, let me counſell you. 
' | You have already ſpent a faire Eſtate; 
3 | A goodly, great eſtate : I do not taunt, 

| | Nor taxe you fort. ; 

Dry. Becauſe its pumpt into 
The purſes of ſuch wretches as thy ſelfe. 

Ver. But give me leave, now, fairely to admoniſh 
You, to a care, how you do part with this. 

—_— a - You 
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Vier You fay, youle make 4 venture dfrhis Money. 


Hleark you Sir Humfrey Drj ground, may not J 


The Damboiſelle. 
You ſpirited men call Money Dirt and Mud. 
I ſay it is the Eele. | 
Dry. And you the Mud 
That foſter it. | 
Ver. It is an Eele, I fay, i 3 
In ſuch ſleek hands, as yours; ftom whence it glides -2 
Dry. Into the Mud, oft-times, from whence it came. 
Per. I kuow you doe conceive me. Therefore, Sir 
As l before was ſaying') Hold it faſt. -- 5 
Dry. According to the Ballad. [ He ſings. J 


Youth keep thy Money faſt; 
_eAntltyeit inthy Purſe - 
For that muſt be thine onely Freind, 
Fe᷑ͤ0er better and for worſe. 


— 


Ver. So ſo, I ſee it going already. | 
Dry. I, to thy comfort. This is the Uſurers Scripture; 
And all that they pretend Salvation by : 
To give good admonition with their Money; 


Though, in their hearts they wiſh the quick ſubverſion 
Of all they deal with. This is all they plead 


Againſt the curſes of oppreſſed ſoules: 
Did not I warne you 5 Did not J ſay, take heed? 
And ſo, and ſo forth. I muſt thank you Sir. 


Dry. Yes Mr. Vermine, in a Project, that ---- 
Ver. Out upon Projects. Ey fy, out out out. 
Dry. I'm confident ſhall ſet me oiit of debt, 

With you and all the World; and reap, againe, 

All, that I formerly have ſowne, with profit. . 
Ver. Sowne! There's a word ! Prodigall waſt is 

| ſowing. | 

We ſhall call Shipwrack, ſhortly, ſowing too. 


U 


be 


— 


), 


, The Damoi ſelle. 
le prywy te ydur Project? Will you tell ie, 
If I gueſſe on it? 
Dry. That J will in ſooth. , 
Ver. Is t not to dreine the Goodwins To be Lord 
Of all the Treaſure, buryed in the Sands there? 
And have a Million yearely, froth the Merchants 
To cleer the x — 
Dry. You have had your blow. 
No Sir, my Project is in the behalfe . 
Of the poor Gentleman, you overthrew _ 
By the ſtrong hand of Law, Bribes, and oppreſſion ; 
Brookall:Do you know him Sir ? whoſe ſtate you ſuck'd; 
That wrough him to a poverty that cryes 
Yout ſinfull Covetiſe up to the heighth ; 
And renders you the Monſter of our time, 
For avarice and icruelty. ' | 


Ver. No more of that: 56:08 
Dry. Vou ſhould do well to add a ſum, like this 


To his releife : To wave the bitter curſe 


That will in time fall on you and your houſe. 

Ver. O ho! Inow remember, you have reaſon. 
That Brookalhad a Siſter, whom you vitiated 
In your wild heat of blood, and then deny'd | 
Her promis'd Marriage ; turnd her off with Childe 
A dozen yeares ſince, and ſince that, never heard ot. 
Ha! Ist not ſo?. Pray, did you know her Sir? 

Dry. I wiſh1 could redeem that ruthfull fault, 


By all expiatory meanes : But thy 


Inhumane cruelty is inexpiable : 


Unleſſe ( ic comes from Heaven into my heart 


- | To move thee to't ) thon tał ſt a ſpeedy courfe 


To give him threefold feſtitution. 
lle put thee in the way. He has a Son, 
A hopefull Youth, a Student in the Law, 


If his poor Fathers want of means have not 
+ i A4 Dectine 


Declined hiscourſe :. Give bim thy onely Daughter; - 


And _ his — vo Inheritance 

( By thee unrighteouſly uſurpt) her Dowry; 
And pray a bleſſing may go with it: And then 
Thou mayſt po Chriſtian reputatiqn, 
Till age ſhall lead rhee to a quiet Grave. 


Come, is t a match? Will you beſtow your Daughter 
On Broockalls Son, and make your way to Heayen by't? 


Ver. You have your Money. 


Dry. And thou haſt Adders eares 
To all ſuch Counſells. 
Fer. If you break your day 


I Thall thinke of your counſell. 


Dry. Farewell Verwine. —— 


Ver. And farewell Du ground. 


This parcell of thy Land, Ile keep from Te 
wetting: | | Mort gage. 


Tis not in thee to turne an Acre of it 

Into pure Liquor, for a twelvemoneths day. 

And break that day thy payment, and the Sun 

Sets not more ſure, then all this Land is mine. 
My Daughter 1 ha !. Can't be in thought of man 

- To dreame of ſuch a Match? A wreich, a Beggar ? 


Within there! Where's my Girle? What Aly ? A1 


| Enter Alice. 
Ali. Here Sir — 4 
Vir. Myblciling, and good morne: Now heare me 
irle. | 
eAli. Now for a Speech ------ 3 
Ver. The care of Children s ſuch a ſtartle-braine, 
That had I more then one, I ſhould run Wild- cat, 
(Then one I mean, to care for) that s thy ſelfe, 
My ſober diſcreet Daughter. Note my care, 
P:''d up for thee in maſſy ſums of wealth 
Too weighty tos thy weak conſideration. 
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Damoi ſelle. 


to gueſſe from whence it came, or how together 
sd layd in mountainous heaps. 


Ali. It is indeed | 
As ſtrange to me, as are the tony wonders 
On Salsbury Plaine to others, But my duty 


/ [Perſwades me twas your thrift, and that great bleſſing 
That gives increaſe to honeſt Induſtry, 


Drawne on it by your prayers and upripht life, 


That wrought theſe heaps together. 


Ver. O, «Ally Ally, 


[Tis well if thine with all thy Huſwifry 
Can keep'em ſo. I thanke t 
And charitable thoughts. But ------ 


cefor thy judgement 


Ali. You had other wayes. ', | 
Ver. I ſay, thou art the onely Childe J care for; 


Thy Brother (though I loath to call himſo ) 


s, now, an utter ſtranger to my blood; 
Not to be nam'd but with my curſe, a Wolfe 
That teares my very bowells out. 
Ali. Your Money. T 
Ver. A riotous Reprobate, that hath conſum'd 


His laſt, already, of my meanes and bleſſing. 


Ali. But he yet may be turn'd Sir. 
Ver. Out oth' Comprer | TN 
May he be ſo, doſt think > Could I but dream 


His Creditors, that have him faſt, could be 
So idly mercifull, or that his youthfull Ghing 


Could ſtretch, to get him out, Ile lay, my ſelfe, 


An Action on him weightier, then the ſtrength 


Of all their poor abilities could lift: 


His Zacks, his Toms, his Name, Nols. Gille, and Nuns, 


The roaring fry of his Blade-brandiſhing mares 


Should not releaſe his Carcaſſe: If they did, 


Ide force him to a tryall for his life, 
For the two hundred Peices that he pilfred. - 
a B But 


The Damoiſelle. 
Out of my Counting-houſe. He ſhall up. 
Ali. I will not forfeit my obedience Sir, 
To urge againſt your Juſtice, onely I crave 
Your leave to grieve, that I have fuch a Brother. 
Ver. Thou ſhalt defie the name of Brother in him, 
My onely, onely Childe ; and but in one command 
Obey me further, all my eſtate is thine, 
- Tis that I cald thee for. 
Ali. I do not crave 
More, then your daily bleſſing; but deſire 
To know what youle impoſe upon my duty. 
Ver. Thou ſhaſt, and ſtile thy ſelfe a Lady by't. 
Ali. Now Love defend me from the man!] feare. 


Ver. This day Ile match thee to a matchleſſe Knight. 


Ali. The Weſterne Kight Sir, that was here laſt Term? 
Ver. Even he, this day he comes to Towne. 
Ali. Would! | 
Were out on't firſt. A matchleſſe Knight [" Aſide. } 
Indeed, and ſhall be matchleſſe ſtill for me. 
Ver. I like thoſe bluſhes well: I read his welcome 
Upon her cheeks. 
Ali. Sir, J have heard, he has 
But little Land. 
Ver. But he has Money Girle 
Enough to buy the beſt knights Land, that is 
A ſelling Knight, in the Wett part of England. 
Ali. He's well in yeares. 
Ver. Aluſty Batchelor of two and fifty, 
With, O, the husbandry thats in him. 
Ali. How came he by his Knighthood? Coft it no- 


thing? | 
Ver. No: He was one oth' Cobbe-Knights in the 
throng, © | 
When they were dubd in Cluſters. Enter Ser. 
Ser. Sir, the Knight, vant. 


That 


| 


The Damoiſelle. 
hat you expect this day, is come to Towne: 
Ius man has brought's Portmantue. 
Ver. Fetch the Man. 
the welcomſt inan alive is come to Towne. 
Ally, my Girle, my Daughter, Lady Bride ! 
What ticle ſhall I give thee? Now beſtirr you, 
[know his thrift, he has rid hard to day a 
To ſave his Dinner Enter wat diſguiſed like 
Welcome honeſt freind. 4 ( vuntrey & ervingman. 
And how does the right worſhipfull Sir Amphilus? 
Wat. My Maſter is in health Sir, prayſd be Go 
Alittle weary, or ſo, as ain of my carriage, + 
which I muſt not lay down, but in the hands 
+ JOfyour owne Worſhip. | 
Ver. Tis of weight and lock d: I gueſſe the worth; 
And warrant him the ſafety under theſe Keyes; 
But where's thy Mafter ? 
Mat. At his Inne in Holborne 
Lelling a little with the Hoſt, till I 
bring word from you. 
Ver. No, I will run to him 
My ſelfe : you ſhall ſtay here. his Chamber 
fitted againſt he comes, ey, beſtirr you, 
And thinke no paines your trouble on this day, 
To morrows Sun ſhall light your Wedding way. Exit. 
Ali. Unleſſe ſome unexpected Fate releive me, 
Tſhall be hurried to my endleſſe ruine. 
Wat. You are ſad, me thinks, young Miſtreſſe, I can 
| tell you, 
My Maſter, when he comes, will make you merry. 
Ali. How? As he is a Foole ? 
at. No: But as he has 
The ſoule of mirth and Muſick at command ; 
Money, the all-rejoycing ſpirit, that 
Hee | make you merry with: Nor that alone, 
B 2 Bud 


—. 


U A water-Dog Knight! 
mut. But Wedlock, to his age, will bring him home 


The Damoiſelle. 


But Dignity, which Women pre bove money, 
You are a Lady by't : Mark that. And if 
He has a weakneſſe, which you reckon folly ;* 
It laies you open way to Soveraignty ; 
The thing which is of moſt eſteem. You'll be 
His Lady Regent; rule all his, and him. 
Ali. This Fellow talkes not like a Serving- man: 
A forty ſhilling wages Creature, but 
Some Gicguild ſpokeſ- man. What may be the trick ont 
Wat. You cannot, in th eſtate you are, imagine 
What tis to be a Wite to ſuch a man. 
Ali. No more then you perceive the paines you looſe 
In fooling for him thus. But ſpare your breath, 
And take this briefe taſt of his Entertainment. 
Firſt know, that ] do know the man you ſpeak of, 
To be a covetous Miſer; old and fooliſh. 
Not worth in my eſtimation the worſt Meale 
That ever he himſelfe paid three pence for. 
tat. Who do you mean? Sir Amphilus my Knight, 
Ali. Yes Squire, J know him and his qualities; 
The waies he got his Wealth by, caſuall Matches; 
Of forty, fifty, and ſometimes a hundred 
For one. When bounteous Fortune (ſeldome failing 
Men of his Brain) caſt all into his mouth, 
The Gudgeon gap d for. And how flight a thing 
It is, for ſuch baſe Worldlings to be rich? 
That ſtudy nothing but to ſcrape and fave. 
That have no Faith, but in their ready money, 
Nor love to Worldly pleaſures above thoſe 
Poor Coblers uſe. 
mat. Cheap Whores, and Duck-hunting : 
There s his delight indeed. s 
Ali. T hate to think of of ſuch a Dunghill Scarab. 


10 
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ht, 


Hither, will be to drive me hence. And tell 


| But firſt, lend me ſome money. Borrow ſome ; 


Damrijelle, 

To choicer pleaſures, and abandon ſuch. 

Ali. His Age is fit for nothing, but to rock 
Anothers Child; and to rejoyce through Spectacles, 
At the ſtrong Gueſſe he has, it is his owne. __ 
wat. You flight him ſtrangely yet: but when you ſee 
Him, and his weighty reaſons to confute you. 

Ali.] will nor weigh, nor ſee him, or his reaſons. 
And if thou owꝰſt him ſo much Service, tell him; 
Go back and tell him ſtrait: ſave him the end 
Of his intended Journey. For to come 


My Father, ere he ſhall enforce me, take him; 
lle Aye into the Armes of one he hates. 
Wat. Are you in earneſt ? 
Ali. Yes, by all my hopes. 
mat. Theſe are the armes that muſt receive thee then, 
Nay, be not frighted Siſter ; look, tis ]. Off hus * 
Ali. Beſhrew me but J am. How got Beard, &c. 
you hither ? 
Could not the Compter hold you ? 
Wat. So it ſeeme, 
My Virtue was not to be ſo obſcur d. 
Noble Sir Humphrey Dryground, Siſter, was 
My franck Infranchiſer. O, J have wonders 
To tell thee Siſter. Thou muſt go with me. 


( And let it be a good Summe) of my Father, 
Now in his abſence. Come, fupply, ſupply 
My Pockets and thine owne. For we mult hence. 
Th'art made for ever, Siſter. Quick, diſpatch. 
Ali. What's the meaning of all this: 
wat. Twill be too long to tell it here. 
The Raſcall foole, to whom my Fathergives thee, 
Is come to Towne : And ſhould he now ſurpriſe thee , 


Herein my Fathers power, thy ſtrength might faile thee. 
B 3 Be 
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Be therefore at a ſure Guard. O, Sir Humphrey, 
How are my Siſter and my ſelfe bound to thee, 
- That plotteſt this eſcape. Diſpatch good ey, 
And heare thee reft by th way. 
Ali. Why? Wither? Whats the matter? 
wat. Say thou will have that Coxcomb, Ile bur kill 
And leave the here: And all my careis over. ( thee, 
Ali. Ile ſooner dye then have him. 
mat. Why do you not ſhun him then? O, ſweet Sir 
Is thy care ſlighted thus, in my delivery? ( Humphrey, 
In my diſguiſe ? In ſending out my Father 
On Tom-foolesErrant 2 While a Coach is ſent 
To the back-doore here ; All to ſave my Siſter, 
My thankleſſe Siſter here, from worſe then Rape. 
Au. Why, whither would you have me? 
Wat. But hard-by. . | 
But till the Wilde-fire of my Fathers Paſſion 
Shall be run out. Slid, ] had eene forgot. 
Beare money with us, Siſter; pretty ſtore. 
Who knowes occaſions ? Let him keep in pawne 
My rich Portmantue fort. HEY 
Ali. There's ſome good ſtuft int. | 
mat. More then hee ll thank me for. Wee ll talke vth 
In, in, and furniſh; & ſo through the Garden, (Coach 
And, whirre, we are gone. If we ſhould be prevented; 
By this good ſteele, if ] but heare one knock, 
Jle make ſure work o thee. ] can but truſſe for t. 
There's a faire end on's both. And what will he 
Do with his money then? Look how thou ſtandſt. 
If zou reſpe& your Father, or the Dog-Maſter, 
To be your Husband, better then me, then take ( ſions. 
You your owne courſe : Mine ſhall be known next Seſ- 
 eAlz. Better then you, don't you reſpect your Father 
Better then me? | 
at. No, if ] do, let me be hang d for nothiug: 


And 


And that w 


ould anger any man I think. | 
lid, thou and ] had one Mother, (which 
We both take after ) ſo had not he and we. 


And he takes after no body, that J know. 
He loves a ſtranger better then's owne Childe : 


at Kill 


And that mans money, better. then that man, 


ther The Devill *bove all I think. Thou doſt not know 


t Sir 
brey, 


What Coales we ſtand on. 
Ali. Who ſhall look totly houſe ? | 
Wat, Wilt looſe thy ſelfe with keeping that? Is that 


All now? Away, away. 
Ali. Y are a precious Brother. E xeant, 


- — 8— 
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ACT. I. Scene II. 


Bumpſey, Dry ground, Valentine , Magdalen, 
Jane. | 


— cy — — 


Bum. A LL this needs not Sir Humphrey. 
Dry. Do but heare patiently, and do your 
pleaſure. 


ch] go not about to ſtop your courſe, Mr, B umpſey. 


Bum. Nor ] yours, Sir Humphrey; Nor your Sonnes 
here; Nor his Wifes there: Onely this Gen- 
tlewoman, in mine owne right ] may be bold 
withall, while you depart my houſe, if you may 
be intreated, ſo. Is not this right? Is not this 
plain? 

Mag. Yet heare his Worſhip ſpeak, good Bump. 

Bum. Good whirly, what can his Worſhip ſpeak } Or 

your wiſdome twacle for him, in«his Cavic ; that 
J do not underſtand already? Has nut his -unne 
wedded our Daughter > How directly, or 

B 4 Hy 


if; Like 


The Dimniſelle. 


realy, who meddles with his match > Nay more, 
has he not bedded her? How, directly or indire& | 
ly, who meddles with that either? Let him have 
and hold, poſſeſſe ( Hmh. ) and enjoy; do] (* 
his worſt, and make his beſt of her, though ſhe 21 
be an Heire, ] will not ſue him out of her: No, 
proteſt ; were it Ante ¶ opulam, as it is poſt , 
would not croſſe em. Is not this right and plaine | W 


enough. BY 
Dry. — Mr. Bumpſey , Brother Bumpſey, III 
would call you ----- | 4 OY 


Zum. Keep your Brothers and your Goods to your | V 
ſelfe, Sir, J have no need of - em. | 
You are a Knight, and a man ot Worſhip --- 
Val. He will ſpeake all bimſelfe. 
Bum. ] am a plaine Fellow, and out of debt. k 
Mag. J. let him run on. 
Bum. ] ſought none of your Allyance, J --- 
Val. Has he the ſpeed to run beyond himfelfe > 
4 74. Yes, and bring himſelfe about, I warrant you. ; 
Bum. Nor to be joyned with houſes of great ſound, 
Whoſe noiſe growes from their hollow emptineſle. 
J could have matcht my Daughter here, that was, 
Bur now a Barronetteſſe in Reverſion, 
To a ſubſtantiall Heire of two faire Lordſhips. 
Dry. Perhaps no Gentleman. 
Zum. Yet honourable, Land-Lordſhip's reall honour, 
Though in a Tradeſ-man Son : when your faire Titles 
Are but the ſhadowes of your — "= 
And you walk in em, when your Land is gone: 
the pale Ghoſts of dead No bilitie. 
Ha! Iſt not fo? Is not this right and plaine? 
Dry. Ves like the priviledge you uſe in your owne 
"Hauſe here, as 5 
Zum. Nay I come up to you now Sir Humfry Dry- 
— © -:: | | Up 


ore, 
6a 
ave 
do 
ſhe 
I 
1 


ine 


1 


ur 


H Da: : elle, 


up in a point of Chivalry. You are a Knight, K 

A Baronet to boot: Your ſon is like | 

T*inherit that deare paid-for title, but 

( Youle give me leave to uſe my plainneſſe) 

Dry. Freely. 8 
Bum. Your ſon (I ſay) is Heire to your bought 
honour. | | 

Which may hereafter Ladifie my Daughter : 

But where s the Land you once were Lord of? Ha! 

The goodly Cornfields, Medows, Woods, and Paſtares, 

That muſt maintain the Houſe, the Gownes,the Coach, 

With all by complements of Horſes, Hawks, and Hounds. 
Val. Now hees in. 3 
Bum. Where be the Parks, the Warrens, Herds, and 
Flocks? 

Beſides the Gardens, Orchards, Walks, and Fiſh-ponds? 
Dyy. For that heare me. | 8 
Bum. Ods pitty, give me leave, 8 | 

You, that had all theſe once, in three faire Lordſlips, 

To be wrought on, and tonyed out of all, 

But a ſmall pittance of Treis Cents per Annum, 

By Providence intayld upon the Heire, | 

(Or thad had waſted too) which now maintaines you, 

Ia a proportion of Smoak, and Sack, | 

To waſh your mouth with after, where you live 

Confin'd in Milford Lane, or Fullers Rents, 

Or who knows where, it skills not 0 
Dry. Muſt I heare this too. 
Mag. Now he has almoſt done. | 
Bum. Can you (I ſay) think your good husbandry 

A lawfull Precedent for your Gameſome ſon - 

To make my Daughter * in a Marriage, 

Though he had twice my Fortunes? 5 
74. Now hee's coming: 

Beare but with this; and if he offer not 


More 


| en" Th: Damon : 
More then you would requeſt, Ile loſe your love 
Daughter, 
Your Son, ſir, has my Daughter, that muſt have, 
And ſhall, my whole Eſtate at my Deceaſe ; 
(No Law exacts it ſooner) This Eſtate 
You fafely may ſuppoſe ten thouſand pounds, 
Which ] have got by thrifty Induſtry. 
Onely one heated ] confeſſe, my Wife 
Improv'd my Fortune with, Here's the juſt ſumme. 
give her leave to give it to her Daughter: 
he may endow her Husband with it. So, 
Is not this plaine ? Now note me further, ſir; 
What] have left is my owne; and you, ſir, may 
Which whar is theirs take hence your Son & Daughter, 
Till you ſhall heare old Bump/ey is deceaſt. 
Then ſet him come, and challenge all - that's left; 
Mean time ] know my courſe, | 
74: Now chop in with him, Mother, you know how 
apt 
. Hee is to croſſe you in theſe Moods. 
Val. Deare, worthy, honour'd, fir, 
Zaum. (ht, ſh't, ſhit; Woman come you with me. 
Mag. ] Bump. Let us go our way, and let them take 
theirs agods name. 
Val. Pray heare me, ſir. 
Aag. At this time, ſir, he ſhall not. 
Ram. Shall not! He ſhall ſure: Ods pity ! ſhall 
not: Are you pleas d to ſpeak, ſir. 
Val. not to offend --- 
© Bum. Not to a Fiddleftick. Shall not! Can you ſpeak 


or not ? 
If not, pray yell me ſo. 
Val. ] married, ſir, your Daughter. 


Zum. You may thank her Mother fort, not me. 
; Well, will you ſpeake ? Val. J 


Bum. But here's the ſubſtance of't, you have my 


my 


no TY, Fy i4 
Dole. 


Val. J married her in a firme hope to winne 


our Loye and favour. 


Bum. Well, 
Dal. Which, ſince I have 1 not yet; and time muſt 
| worke 1 it 
I would make this my fuit. 
Bum. Would I could heare it once. 
Dal. That you would take 
With re-acceptance of this thouſand pound 
Your Daughter and me into your Family. 
Bum. And why. the thouſand. pound; doe's't burn your 
Fingers? 
Give us but meat and lodging for t: My Father, 
Out of his little left Eſtate will give us 


A hundred yearely for other neceſſaries. 


Bump. With all my heart. 

Val. And as you finde my regular life deſerve 
Vour future favour, ſo extend your bounty, 
When Age ſhall call upon you to diſpoſe 
Of all your faire Poſſeſſions. | 

Bum.Humh ! A pretty od Tpeech this ! I would I knew 
The meaning ont. 

Val. T mean, Sir, as] ſpeak ; that till you finde 
Strong probability in me to manag 
A good eſtate, you truſt me not with any. 

Bum. Ha | Is it ſo? Then ] come to a Point with you. 

Mag. Marke him now, Sir Hungfrey. 

Bum. \ ou look, Sir, in my Daughters e to have, 
After my death, my whole Eſtate fate, by fh 
Me, in my = time, Jour — 

of n | 

Y' havetane off halfe my purpoſe; for] meant 
To have kept it in my power, whether to leave hex 
Any, or n And, perhaps ( &yee heare) 
By an odd courſe, chat J was thinking on 


— % 


To ha made all nothing ere ] dy'd : But now 
Halfe of that power Ile put into your hands, 
Ile try what you can do with ſomething. 
Mag. Halfe > What meane you halfe? 
Bum. Even halfe of all ] have. 
Mag. ] hope you will not deal ſo. 
© Bam. And as he deals with that, Ile uſe the reſt, 
Mag. Pray be advißd. ö 
Bum. Never by you gainſt this: 
Ile give him inſtantſy the free poſſeſſion 
Of halfe J have: Now marke; if you increaſe, 
Or keep that halfe, then, doubtleſſe, ] ſhall do, 
As well with tother for you: If you diminiſh 
Or waſte it all, ile do the like with my part. 
Mag. Husband. 
Bum. Ile dot: Together we will live: 
And Ile along with you in your owne courſe, 
And, as you play your game, you win or loſe all: 
Thrive and ile thrive: Spend you, and] will ſpend: 
Save, and Ile ſave; ſcatter, and Ile ſcatter, 
Mag. You won't be mad. 
Bum. Ile do't : Let him throw Money 


Into the Thames, make Ducks and Drakes with Peices, 


Ile do the like: till he has made a match 
Or no match of my Daughter : There's the point 
And the whole ſubſtance on't. 
Dry. Will you do ſo? 


Bun Will : Tis done. Ile make him a good husband, 


Or be no husband for him: And ſo ſee 

- Whats mine, out of the danger of his waſte, 

And have ſome ſport too for my Money: Ha ! 

I love to do theſe things. 

Mag. Nay, but in one thing, Bump. let me adviſe you. 
Bump. In nothing gainſt this courſe, good whirly:no, 
Tis ſo ſet downe. I know I ſhall be counted 6 
&. n 


_ 


1. 7 


An odde old humorous Cockſcombe for't by ſome : 
ut the truth is, I love to do theſe things: 

And ſo God gi' yee joy. 

Dry. Ile take wy leave Sir. 

Bum. Not ſo J hope, Sir Humfry. 

Dry. I have buſineſſe, 

And go well ſatisfied with this agreement : - 

And, Val. take briefly this my Charge: You are now 
A Husband, be a good one: Y' have my bleſſing. 

But ( heark you) do you remember gainſt the evening? 
Val. All Sir, all: I have ſpread my Nets already. 

Dry. Sir, fare you well. 

Bum. At your pleaſure Sir. 

Dry. Ile ſhortly viſit you. 

Bum. At your own good time Sir- Exit Drygr. 
Theſe ſhall ſtay here, Ile blindfold them with Money, 
And by a new way try, if they can grope 

The right way into th World. Come your way. 


—— ö — — 


Oliver, Ambroſe, 


01. Nd why this Gullery to me, good Ambroſe? © 
Am. ] ſwear ] am ſerious, and you may 4 
may beleeve it. 


_ 01. What, that there can be in the World an Aſſe 
( Wert thou a fool to credit it ) that would keep 
A Houſe, by way of publike Ordinary, 

For faſhionable Gueſts, and curious ſtomacks; 
The daintieſt Pallats, with rich Wine and Chear ; 
And all for nothing, but alls paid and welcome? 


Am. 


; he Damoeſelle. \ 
Am. Full Drygronndtold it me, whoſe truth deſerves 

So well my credit, that, prove you it falſe, 

Ile pay all Ord naries and Taverne reckonings 

You ſhall be at this twel moneth. 

Ol. ] have heard | 
Of all the Mockeries, the Ape, the Ram, the Hornes, 
The Goat, and ſuch tame Monſters, whom poor wits 
Have ſent wiſe Tradeſmen to, as to a Knight, 

A Lord, or forrain Prince ; to be his Mercer, 

His Taylor, Semſter, Millener, or Barber: 

When thoſe , that have beene mock d, ſtill ſent their 
Neighbours, 

Till halfe the City have bee fook-found. Ha ! 


O Iſt not ſome ſuch poor trick? 


Am. Here comes my Author. Enter Valentine. 
Ol. O Mr. Bridegroom, that ſtole the wealthy match 
How got you looſe ſo ſoone? J thought you had beene 
y_ up by the Loines, like a Monkey to the Bed-poſt , 
or a fortnight at the leaſt. How does old Bumpſey, that 
Freecoſt Drunkard, thy mad Father-in-Law , take thy 
ſtolne Marriage? I am ſure he knows on't. 
Val. He found's abed laſt night th' nick, as we ſay. 
But we are peec'd this morning. 
Am. Then he wrangled it out, of himſelfe. J know 
his ſingular humour. | 
. Ol. What has he gi'n thee? 
Val. Halfe, of all he has. 
Am. How? 2 
Val. On this Condition, that, if ] ſave 
That halfe untill he oye, the reſt is mine too. 
Ol. What if thou ſpendſt thy halfe? "4 
Val. Heel ſpend the tother; and the fame way, hee 
ſweares. 
Ol. Nee'l nere keep Covenant, , 
Val. Ile tell you how he runs at waſte already), 
| This 


T I » Dae el. a | : 
lis morning che French Taylor brought a Gowne 
home, 
'JOf the faſhion, for my Wife. He bought one 
Istreight, ready made, for his old Gentlewoman, 
Irhat never wore ſo rich in all her life. 
Am. O brave old woman! How will ſhee carry it? 
Val. I ſpoke but of a Coach, and he beſpoke one. 
01. Wonder upon wonder! Nam was telling one 
Before thou cam'ft. 
Val. What the new Ordnary ? 
01. Doſt know the man that keeps it? 
Val. They call him Os6righr. 
A brave old Blade. He was the Preſident 
Of the Can-quarrelling Fraternity, 0 
No calld the Roaring — years ſince, 
I But now grown wondrous civill, free, and hoſpitable, ' 
Having had ſomething fallen to him, as it ſeemes. 
Ol. That O-sbright has been dead theſe many years. 
Fal. It was given out ſo : But he lived beyond Sea. 
Ol. Theres ſome ſtrange plot in't. 
Fal. O thou polhtick Noll. 
O01. Judge thy ſelfe, Val, what can the myſtery be? 
He tells me there's no Gaming, ſo ao Cheating ; 
Nor any other 22 of expence, 
By Bawdry, or fo, for privy profit. 
Val. Such a ſuſpition were a fin. But now 
I will unfold the Riddle to you, This feaftin 
Has been but for three dayes,and for great = 
That are invited, and to be prepar'd 
| To venture for a prize. This very night 
There will be ſome great — for ſome Jewell, 
Or other rare Commodity they ſay. 
I cannot nam t: tis twenty pound a man. 
0¹. Is not that gaming prithee ? 
Val. Thats to come: 
Bit, hitherto, nor Dice, nor Cards. nor Wench, Is 


Is ſeen ith* houſe, hut his owne onely Daughter 
O1. O ! has he Daughter there? Mark that Na. 
No gaming ſayſt thou? Ods me, and they play not 
Ar . Game of old there, I dare 

Val. I dare be ſworne thou doſt em wrong. lie 
OL Shees too ſtale, is ſhee ? 

Tisabovetwenty yeares ſince he went over, 

And was reporte dead ( they ſay.) ſoon after, 
In France; I take it: But, then, it ſeemes, he lived; : IH. 
And got this Damſell there? Is ſhe French borne? II. 

Val. Yes, ſhe was born and bred there: And can ſpeak III 
, Engliſh but brokenly. But, for French behaviour, | 
Shees a moſt compleat Damoiſelle, and able 


To give inſtructions to our Courtlieſt Dames. br 
O01. Shee muſt be ſeen. | . | 
An. But ſee who here comes firſt. of 


5% ES Enter Vermine. Servant. III 
Ver. Thou haſt undone me Villaine. 


Ser? Out alas ! 5 r e W 
I was as ignorant of the deceit, - p 5 
As your owne innocent worſhip ever was I 
Of cozen ing any man of Land or Living. 
Ver. Was ever man ſo curſed in his Children! .- JI 


- . 13 * o 


Val. Tis the wretch Vermane. Pot 
Ol. What makes he here, trow, in the Temple Walks? 
Val. What ſhould he do elſewhere, when Law's his 
| Lechery. 5 ; 
The Devils itch dry up his marrow for't. | 
He undid a worthy Gentleman I know. | 
O01. I, Brookall, thruſting him out of his Land. 
Am. Hee's fitted with «an Heire fort; one that can 
Juſtly inherit nothing but the Gallows. - 
O01. Wheres Brookalls ſon ? He had a hopefull one; 
And, at ſixteen, a Student here ith Temple. | 
Val. Alaſſe his Fathers fall has ruined him. 


— 


2 Le —— — 


Meer 


The Bae. 


tere want of tadime'nancefored him to ſervice; 
In which hee's lately rravell'd into France. | 
Vi. Go backe to the Recorders ; Fetch the War- 
rant, 
ie ſearch the City and the Suburbs for her. 
. | | Exit Servant: 
Amp. Bot Vermize has a daughter may prove good, 
Val. A good one like enough: Ile lay a wager 
nee 's poching mong the trees here, for a Broker, 
To match his daughter to a landed husband. 
Ibis is their Walk. 
_ 01. Let tty it we can fic him. OS” 
Val. Thou'lt nere indure his breath, it ſtinkes of 
brimſtone. 
01. Ile take the wind of him: You are well met; 


Fr. 
they ſay you have a daughter you would match, Sir. 
Ver. It may be I have; it may be not; How then? 
What's that to you? 
Ol. Pray be not angry Sir. 
The worſt of us has land, and may deſerve het. 
Ver. Pray let me ask you firſt, if you be not 
' [The kna ves confederates that ſtole her from me? 
Vul. Is ſhe ſtolne from you Sir? In troth Iam glad 
; ont. 
Amp. Tis the firſt newes e heard on t. 
| | Oz. Though ] aſſure you | 
we heard none ill co day: But very good, 
As that of the New Ordinary. 
I Amp. Then the = ſucteſſe 
" [This Gentleman had lately with a wife - 
Val. And laſtly, this you tell us; which, but that 
k comes from your own mouth, were e en too good 
for our belief, me · thinks. 
Ol, Pray, is it true Sic ? 


C That 


Dame e, 


2 


Tbat your Javghtet's, gone, loſt. or Role, 270 

Amp. May we reporeit after you; good Sir ? 

Vier. What ate you WNOHiZÄE W.. 

Val. Gentlemen, Sir, | 
That cannot but rejoyce at your affliction, -:: -(- 1 ..> .; 
And therefore blameleſſe, that deſire to hear it, Y 
Ver. Cannot chis place, where Law is chieſly ſtudie d, 
Relieve me with ſo much, as may revenge 
Me on theſe ſcorners 2 How my Save ſtayes too! 
Yet Imay find a time. A 


Exite ' 1} 

a Ha ha ha.— > | 1 
- - 04. Look, look, what thing is this?: [ 
| Enter Amphilus, Tcebaſco. * 


Amb, Trebaſco, Skip: kennel. 
Fre. te 
Amp. Ic (peaks, me-thinks. 

Ol. Yes, and its ſhadow anſwers it in Corniſh) 1 T 

Val. 1 know him; tis the wile Weſtern Knight, that 
ould 


Have married Verminet daughter. 
Amp. Skipkennell, you ſhall. turn Footman, now. 


Skipkennell. th 
Tle nere keep horſe more * 4 
Tre. You muſt be Footman then your felf Sir. M. 


Amp. No nor Mare neither. 

Tre. You need not Sir, now you be determined lol. 
marry, and live here iche City altogether. And truly, be 
Sir, ſhe could never ha- dyed better, nor been taken 
from you (as they ſay) in a better time, ſo neere be Sir 
journeys end. 

Amb. His Mare's dead it ſeems. we 


Amp. Was it well done of her, coſt thinke, to dic ney 
re 


ed, 


hat]. 


002 10 upon the way, when ſhe had been i*my purſe 
= Ne in Smithfield: Poor fool, I think el 


— | 
#7; 1 ETC & © 
4 | 


for grief I would ha ſold her. 
Tre. "Twas unlucky to refuſe Reywol# P engutlings 


money for her. | 
Amp, Would I had taken t now : and ſhe had not 


dyed mine own, twould nere have griev'd me. 
Tre. Pray bear it Sir, as they ſay We are all mor- 


tall you know, and her time was come, we muſt think. 


Amp. And t had not been the firſt loſſe that ere! 


had in my life, I could ha? born it. 


| oy And grace og (as they fay) it ſhall not be the 
aſt, 

Amp. I would thou couldſt aſcertain me that ; but 
miſchiefes are taild to one another, and I muſt grieve 
is well for the what's to come, as the departed. 

u. We will have a bout with him: Who is depar- 
ted, Sir? | 
Amp. My Mare, my Mare Sir : Twas the prettieſt - 
Iit But ſhe is gone 

N. How, is ſhe gone Sir ? 

Tre. You will not talk to em. 

Val. How is ſhe gone, I pray Sir? 

Ag Sir, as it were, becauſe ſhe could goe no fur- 

Er. | 
Val. Good angry man give us leave to talk with thy 
Maſter. 


to 
ly, 


4 ' 


* 
this 


* ö 


01, Good Sir, a little more of your Mare. 


Tre. I would you had her all to do you good Sir: 


ſhe lies but a quarter of a mile beyond Brainford. 


% Val. Did you leave skin and ſhooes, and all behind 
8 


? 
© Tre. Shoes all behind? I thought how wiſe you 
were: Come away Maſter. No, while ſhe liv'd, ſhe 
never wore bat two behind Sir, | 
| C 2 01, Gra- 


A 4 K 4 - . PIG : 8 
4 & Yf ef 
4 


ol. Gramercy honeſt fellow, thou haſt wit in thy 5 


anger. 


Amd. Sirrab, anſwer not the Gentleman ſo ſnap- . 


piſhly. 


face, and your Workkip perceives it not, 


Val. Good Sir, fall from your man to your beaſt z.| 


r ELM 
Ber. There againe, another majn-mock : He would 
have him fall from a man to a beſt. 

Amp. Give me the ſhoon; let em go I fay, I will 
have em. 4 Ne 

Tre. Pray take em then, hee l ne te be wiſer. 

Amp. Theſe were her ſnoon Gentlemen, Ile by 
em for her. ſake, that little Tit, my little poor Gon 


ly. that would have carried me on this little iron from 


Penſaus to S. Columb on a day. And that's. a way 
would try a ſtumbler you! ſay, if you know it. 
Val. Tis enough, I know you Sir Amphilus, and 
have foobd enough with you. Adieu; my bufineſle 


calls me. Gentlemen, will you meet me to night at the 


Or dinary.— 
e 2 Exit. 
ol. Ves, and perhaps, be there before. you too! 
Come Ambroſe——— a 
| | | 3 E xennt, 
Amp. Od Gentlemen, me-thinks 


Tre. Why did you talk wich em? What had you 
to make with'em ? 1 3 
Amp. True, wee have other mattert to think 60 3 
Yourfirſ 


courſe Trebaſco, after we come to our lodg- 
ing, ſhall be to Turnbull · ſtreet, to the Cobler, 
Tre. Your Dog: tutor. 381 


5 


f 


Tre. How can] chooſe, when they do nothing but | 
make a foole of your Worſhip before your Worlhips| 


3 
* Wo * 
Amp. 
of 
= 


11 


| Yer. Having firſt left a bag of Trumpery with me, 


te Dana. 


* | g Amp, Ves, and ſee how my whelp proves, I put to 
bim laſt Term. 
. Tre. Yes, Sir. 


Amp. And know of him what Gameſters came to 


the Ponds now adayes, and what good dogs. 


Tre. Yes Sir. 

Amp. And ask him -Doſt thou heare? If he ha* not 

done away his own dog yet, Black;was with the white 

foot? If I can but purchaſe him, and my own whelp 

prove ht will be Duke of the Ducking-pond. 
Tre. Never miſdoubt, your whelp's right I warrant 

you ; for why, he could lap before he could well go : 


I And at ten weeks old he could piſſe under leg. 


Amp. He was a fine forward Puppy, true enough : 
Bat and that be a ſigne of ſhort life, and he ſhould 
peak away after my Mate now— Here, prethee take 
her. ſhoon againe : What ſhould I keep em for? They 
Put me too much in mind of mortality; do 'em away, 
make money of em, and Ile convert it into a Dog- 


COTE 2— 
E nter Vermine. Servant. 


Tre, Ile try the Market with em. 

Ver. the frumping Jacks are gone. 

Amp. See my Aldermanicall Facher-in-Law ! How 
C'yee do Sir? Iam come, I keep my day you ſee before 
Iam a Cittiner among you. How does my beſt be lov d 
Ipray,your daughter? You do not ſpeak me- thinks. 

Ver. Ask you for my daughter? Let me aske you 
firſt what was your plot to put me in this fright, to 
make me trudge to your Inn, whilſt knave your man 
bere.-Is not chis he ? | 
-- Ser. Idoubt Sir he was taller. 


ſtones 


The Damoiſele, 
' Nones, and old iron, ſteals away the baggage. 
Amp. This is abhomination ! What Trin 7 und what 


old iren? I came at no Inne to day, nor tonch' old J. 
ron, but that with fortow enough, my poote Mares 


ſhoes, she left me at her fad deceaſe- to Brainford, | 
had tathet ha' loſt the beſt part of five Mark] wuſſe: 
From whence 1 came by water, landed here at the 
Temple, to leave aLetrer to a kinſmans chamber, nom 
right as ſure as can be. Say Trebaſco. 
_ Tre. He tells you true. — 2 | 

Amy. But is your daughter ode k. 

fu Gone, gone. 
All iff go with her: Did not 1 ſay J ſhould 

1 Pere more m chief, and that one wasever tail to 
another? 

Tre. Lou ſaid ſo indeed: but if ſhe had been tail 
0 your Mare, Tſhould have feen her ſure, when aha 


Ver. This is the day of my affliction, 
This day Ile croſſe out of my Almanack 
For ever having any thing to do ont. 


day ? 
Alchongh me-thinks the day might ſerve as well 
To find her, as to ſoſe her, if hack ſerve. 
Ser. What elſe did yon intend Sir by the warrant 2 ? 
Beſt loſe no time Sir. 
No, no, wee'l go. 


E ut er Brookeall. 


Broo.-Firſt take my execratiou with thee, Monſter. 
Ver Hell vomits all her malice this day on me. 
Bros, Hell ſends by mee this commendation to 


thee, ; 
: | = That 


eAmp. Why then, you will not ſeeke her out to 


We 7 he: Damroi „ 


5 v7 — 


at gapes to entertain thee... - 


zl eAmp. Who's this, 4 def chat k 
ares bell o 


i'd 


to 


8 


Brod. No, wferch, chou eanſt dt, 


Amp you can con jure, | 
Here's money to be got Sir, but to tellas 11) 


at thou haſt there a moſt deſerved Poſleſlion, 


now es 


Ser, No, but a certain Sprit bir y Maſter 33 
, $Conjur'd out of his Land.” 


4% %\ 


What ma be now berid uf thisinfks daughrer2 41 
Broo, Himfelf, and bis Poſterity maſked 3c 21211“ / 


tink univoydably to hell. 


in-Law | 
Ver. Why talk yo tothat ee, 
Amp. Pray Sir, map not 4A: 


A Son- in. Law eſcape in your opinion 7. 10 


If he ſet ventreu foot ; as his Inhevitor, 
Upon the mould, was got by his oppreflion. 


Land ? 1 1 FTI 
Ver. Sictati;, ne tame thy tongue 


Nor fly out of the teach of my fell cu rſes, 

That freedome (being all that thou en 2 
Thou canſt not rub ti df. 

Ver. I ſhall find meanes 

Then co confine it, aud your ſelf in Bedlame- 


Thine own inheritance for mine. 

Amp · Have you made | 
Apurchaſe there too, Facher-Law thae ſhould be 2 
ages _— am 1 tortur d: 1 wilt fly _ ene 


- 04 


Ap. Lou are moſdiephy et, | \ ay: woe a Sons 


I 


* 8 
* CES 


I 
* 


Nen. No Sr: it was by Law he made che purchaſe, 
And by his Son- in- La, or omt-taw'd;down he e 


Amp. Pretty mad reaſon me-thinksp where' $ that 


12 nA 


x 
Cy? | 170 
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vi 
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Breo. Thou canſt aot be fo jultſare,toexthange! 


2 ator 


4 " ! 4 A k * ff * 
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be Phillis/6 bers in * ban. 


L Phil. "Nr prethee ſtay a little, good 0 ol mes, - 
Give ſomething to my box. 


Ver. Out on thee Baggage. Iv 


Phil. A little ſomething, prethee; buen eher 

Ver. Out, out. 5 

Phil. Thou look i like n wool Ranpofathery 
A little of thy money would ſo tbriye har. 
Twonld grow; by that I were ready for a bubend, 
Up tos pretty portion. Pray theenow=-- - -/ ., 

Ver. What c-nſt thou be? 

Phil. Inſooth a Bentle woman, but 2 Dy blow, 
My Father is a . but muſt he WO; 

Per. Can bn '; © 8 

| n ſuch as chow 


„n 


And this is ally — Come, wring 25 II 

Oh how I love a hard- bound Money-maſter, :: 

Whoſe — ſhewes how lord ber 6 to part 
+ * witlie 4 

It comes ſo ſweetly from him. wheni it comet: 

Nay, when? I pray thee when? Piſh, male an end. 


Amp. Iris the prettieſt merry Beegar, N 

Fer.  Huſwife Ile bi' you whipt. : 

_ Phil. I, vhen Ibeg i th' ſtreets. | 
Ihave allowance | here, as well as a 
Brokers, ProjeRors, Common Bail, or Bae 
Pandars; and Cheaters of all ſorts, that win here- - 
Mongft men of honor, worſhip, lands and Oy 
bn | : mp. 


2 


Fg 1 


Ap. O rare Be 


. » TY. TI = 


r-wench! -: 


v and others 
I Phil. Icome not cberto in-. eee 
- |rrap- ox cones. * 
ih work ler pin beſore ne | Po ame, 
my way | 


# 


L 


with, will you give wo, Praythee, ha 


© | For this mans Lend, vr ſellanoc her 
Or els eo. march thy davgheer; if — 


To this:young: 


That match, orgbatſoeverthon haſt in 


ed old man; 
Ver. Awity; away. $1556) 
P.. What though thou com l to des 


Gentlewan——-Thon wit: 'Sive mee 
ſomething... . '* 
Ver. The Devill ee | 
Amp. Shee makes a youth of me. 
Phil. Vet Iprethes make noee 
Thy my ſuch an Idoll, as to think 
Thou ſhalt diſnonor t. — bargain; 


rer * 
rting with: ſilly ſiver finpence. ep 
4 ifecks la, ſhale not; Ile ſtrike luck to ie) | 
Thy match ſhall thrive the better. Look, I have got 
Here, four __ ety . make it a Crowne, 
Twill nere bemiſt inc t dau REN 
If (as I ſaid) thou haſt on. * 
Ver. Helliſh baggage ! 
Phil. Hee'l git me by and by. Tprechevtind. 
| Thy modey out the while. Come out with ir mand. 
Ver. Pull der away, - | 
Ifly thee, 3s Lwould the Devil that ſent thees 
Amp. Yes, let's away, tis time; we begrof met 
| now. 
Phil, The Devilli is not ſees — = — 


Exewnt ones 
Broo: Good child I ae thee: Thoy boy bal ome og: 
what eng d ** 
My 


X Sir ? 


8 b his . 13224 9241 () 
on ao hadiappird her 
my wrongs; and his oppredlion 
To tako m part e Take chou öleffing fort 8 
» Who ere thou art, whilſt I recalculate 
The twitetits bfa diftreflec man, K nue 
Caſt out of all. Unhappy chance of Law ha 
More falſe ard rherReſeches Dies orScrumpets | 
That haſt into vy Hydiwochroated mae * 
Gulp'd ap ſivesſtpportnacice; left me; nothing; 8 1 
Notmneapslovone diyes faftenance, forbrenth © 
To cry thy cruelty before my deat 
That Law, once called ſacred —— 
For ſafety and reliefe to in nee, An 
Should live to be accursdio lp fucceſſioh ; Y. 


And now beſtil'd of opprifilon z- 
Ruine of Punyjlied, the — 1 
| Of rde v All us 10 
Negotiating for een IC preciſe.” „ 
It Of 5 48 211 15 „217 


Te | — Aeg 47 1 1 
ieee — T A 2290 1210 F 0 8 
Art url hohe dba n and: e A 
going to the Church for ono 1 Lee an Oath 


* 


er 9 
e For tee ſhillings Pp and it be alf: a 'Crowne, 
my Client ſhall not — w'ye; 222755 lat leifore, 
and the ochef᷑ of our Bail is there . Come, go 
eng. 2350 3 >} 2113 3 _ O20 
Broo.1 gueſſe you ſome Attorney: Do you know me ? 
Ar: Neno An man" welmploy im theſe: caſes. \ 
e Bail; a Kni bt oth 
20 ; | | 


Thou art a villaine, and crop-ear'd ! daaben not: 
V What 


| The Damwiſolte. 

What, dar'ſt thou ay, thou ſceſtupornme ehm / 

At. 1cry you mercy : '1wyſtup(Iſee)) 57 of 
To the old Synagogue, theſe] dani betten be A, 

7 7 2 a 

L cal fo wineches? or can -Q. 
So ſoile the fave: of povetty, which i —_ 181 
To make it ſeem that Monſter Perjury 9+ 
Rather ler ſorrow end me all ae once! * 
Then vertue be miſconſtrued in my looks; : 
Which Twill hide from acted. "Helie een 


I pretation. 


E nter b 


4 Find Alas dees ſore fitted, and TEN 
I fear, wilt Nelke him dead 5; yerImuſt (p, 


5 


Sir, give not miſery chat ad vimrage on 7 1 ; 

To make your ſelf ey (h;inking onder * 

The bufferings of lor tun. 6H ng, 

Bros. Idefird you i 12518 

To ſeek my ſon. Ha' you found him at his Chamber ? 

Or has not want of -fathesly ſupplies 

0 VVhich heaven knowes Iam robb 'd of ) chruſt him 
POINTY „ 


Of Conaett to the Common VVorld-for —_— 
Where is he deve you found m?: 
Freun. No, not him. 
But Ibeve fo uad v het may be romfort whos)... 
If you receive it like a man of courage. 
Breo, Hees dead then, fatewell my tender boy k 
Fre. Indeed, Sir, hee's not dend. LANA te! 
Broo. Phew ——. E 100 LC) 
Freu. Pray, fi fir, heare me, | | 43 
Zreo. You'll tell me, man nete das; Pacchangach 


Life, 


And happily for iGeiter, — . | 

That goes the righe way ſooneſt : Nature fert . 

All naked ther; and all the Goods we bad 

We anelytook on Credit with che World. 

And that the beſt of men are but meer borrowers: 

= Though ſpme take longer day. Sir, I know all 

Your 5 eli of Conſolation — i 
Fres. Tadeed he is not dead; but lives = — 
Froo. In Heaven. 

Jam che ſuter ont; "for that he livd 

Not to leatn Law enough, to — huſh. Not more. 

Freu. Subſtantially be lives in fleſh, i we do. 

ZJroo. Speak that. again. ; 

Fren. A Gentleman of the next Chamber told me 
Onely, A; if you can brook his bete | 
Without feare, or miſtruſt ; then he is well. 
e Ho thou playeſt with me! _ 
Fres. mn. gone to travell, fir. Here comes the Gen- 

t an. , 


-Z ver Valentine | | 


* — ** 


| Va. 1 am fare be does not know me. If be could, 
' trete as ſure this would be rejected. 
So _—_ J know bir Spit 


„h your name Brookeal, 
Brooks N loſſes wrongs, and ſorrowes, ſpeak my 


Na. lr this houſe. - 

Bree, And do nat yon infer by that hes dead? | 
Good, do not mock me, fir. | ©: 
V. lfthisbegold; _ 8 
He lives and ſent it to you ; forty Nen 2 * 


So 
IA bandiome pol 
Could I ha- 


f- 


4 Da | 


Broo. voy, fx "fro üben, —— 
nxkchieve 5 
z Sum? Not in thy Wor World, 1 feare, 5 As 


85 Mibilicy he h 
pt it for him. 
Val. Hes in a wa | 


Now to a hopefull Fortune, A Noble Crim; | . 
' [Late gone to travell, ta ne with good affection 
+ [Towards your Son, bas ta ne hin to bis cite: 


And like a Father, not a Maſter, keeps bim. : 


[From whoſe free bounty he receiv'd this meanes.” 


Broo. Do you think che Boy did well to lead it oe g 
then: 
When twas intended for his Maſters honour, 
To flye in Silks and Feathers? Tis not Servant "like 
To wave 2 Maſters meaning ſo. 
' Val. I bad a Letter too; 


1 Though moſt unhappily miſlay'd. .. 


Broo, VVhat Say e 
Val. Tn his own ha 
Bros. Ha l- but miſlay'd, you ſay, Ha. ha, ba 
VVhat is the Gentleman? Or whither trarelld 2 
Val. That's all I crave excuſe for. 
Broo. Keep your money. 


[If you can render me my Son, Ile thank you. 


Val. You ſpeak not like a Father : wanting mennes. 
Your ſelfe for bis advancement , would you bar him 


The bounty of anothers full ability: 


Broo. ] ipeak more like a Father, then Beggit: 


Although no ar poorer, And] feare, 
IJ no TA | 
My Son to gain a Province, nor except 2 


or I would not give 


This Coyne to ſave my life · If he beloſt, 
Let me look neerer on you, fir, 
Fren, I hope 


He will; accept N dg 
Was nere ſo coy elſe. 
Jroo. Jannot re 4 N 
Jever ſaw this os But, I have FRA | 
(Many yeares ſince ) one, that it ſo Dane, | 
As Icould ſpit defiance ont: 
Val. W an Nen? | 
Broo, 
Val. Pray, fir, collect your ſelfe. 
Byoo. our name is 7 Mentine. 
Val. Right, fir. 
roc, Sir Humplrey BaygrowpdiSon 3. 3 
Val. Moſt true. 


nere 


— 


Broo. Even ſothy Father look'd, when ut like year] 


He was my Rivall: For young man, I tell thee 
Thou hadſt a virtuous, well de deſerving Mother. 

He won her withont loſſe of my known Friend- ſhip: 
But, ſince her death, you cannot but have heard, 

He balely wrong d my Siſter, and, in her. 

Mee, and my Family: Whor d ber, and caſt her off, 
On che appointed Marriage day. . 


= "KEI 

uk You cannot but have heard ort. Nay, i it ſeems 
My Boy has charg'd thee with'c, before his yeares 
Could warrant his ability, in Combate, .  - 
And ſo is fallen; Or thou, not daring ſtand 
Tryall in ſuch a cauſe , by treachery 
Haſt cut him off; And com ſt to make thy peace: 
Preſuming on my poverty, with money. ; 

Worſe then the baſe Attornies Project this 
Pal. This is meer madneſle, In an ARfo foule, 
As your wilde Fancy gathers this (0. be; 
Who could eſcape the Lau 11 091 

Broo. The Law; Ha, ba, ha. 
Talk not to me of Law, Law s not my üer. 


Law| 


/ 


d charge £! ATE Mares of my ro | 


| 


ms 


oF © 


«=. , 


— 


Law is a Fatall tor me, as 00s houſe. 

have enough of aw j pray ſtand you off. —— 
ill you, fic, furniſh me, but with a Sword; 

And bring me to ſit oropnd; to end this difference ? 


will you do ſo, and like a Gentleman 


yal. VVhat ſhall J do for pity ? — Now ] have 
it. 


roo. Talk not to me of Law. [ He fenceth. I 


Val. Pray heare me, fir;!! . Bro 
Bros. Now lit; your ul before you tend. Bo ciefe, 
Val. You know me for i — rhobgN an K 


nemy. | 
/ I muſt ſpeak in his phraſe) and by that door 
A Gentleman ſhould keep ſacred;- -ewotontes þ hence 


le meet you inchis place: 


Broo. Pray ſtand you ot! to F Pay 

Val. From — wulle - 

Broo. Silent, as nothing were — 

Val. As nothing were betwixt us --- to eber 
fit ground, (as you propounded ) where wee l end 
the difference. 

Broo. By the Sword, no otherwiſe. 

No whinne ling furisfaRionos : © /* 722 
Val. Yon ſhall ſee; ſir. 
Broo, Go ſet thy houſe in onde. Here le meet the, 


E 1 ; 


ACT: 


MM e , 2 


»:, NTT EM 

' Ta Dr . 
514900 
” 


Franci; =— Mai. 


Scene J. 


+ In that faire Noble way, if you expreſſe 

Your ſelfe in this _regardiefle of my honour. 
mat. ] like a Whore, withall my heart, that talked 

So. like an honeſt w mn. 

Fra, n you expe, .. 

A Chaſt and conſtant Wife of ker, Whom you 

Have. wrought to Lewdneſle before Marriage? 

Or ma J nor as well deſerve as well in bringing 

A Maidenhead into your Marriage-bed, 

As a pollated Body 2 -- 

_ Wat. Here's acoyle,'- | 

For a poore bit afore-hand | Isit ſo? - .- 

Heart, if a man beſpeak a Tavern Feaſt 

For next day Dinner; and give earneſt fort 

To half the value, (as my Faith and Troth . 5 

Jebink is ſomewhat cowards your Marriage payment 

o beto'motrow ) Will not the Holteſle give bim 
A Modicum o're night to ſtay his ſtomack 
Your Father comes: Ile whiſper yet more reaſon. 


Enter Dryground di/gUν⁰ ad. Alice. 
Dry. Now pretty Mr. Alice, you ſee the eud 
T had upon you: All tlie ſcope thereof 
Tending to your contentment. Are you pleas d? 
Ali. So well, tha: could I but ſhake off the feare 
| (Which 


Fra. 1 Shall repent me, fir, that ere I yeilded,. N | 


| 4 : 1 * » = J ; 
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2. 


Tae is moſt F ) of 4 Fathers wands 
durft ty; boaſtmy happineſſe, 
fo be aboye my Virgin hopes, or wiſhes. / 
Dry. Let yourfeare vaniſh then: And; if this vighe; 
The happineſs you are ambitious of, 

Together with your Fathers leave and bleſſ od 
Crown not your Bed, let all the Infamy | 

Due to all perjur'd Wretches, that have wrong'd 


[Beaury and Chaſtity be branded here, 


Ali. The faire refpeR L have, fir, to your Keble 
for what you have already ſhown me, bars 
Mine eates gainſt Sen den. I dare truſt yoĩin + .. 
Dry. As I have truſted you with my whole aſe; 


Ay diſcreer Alice, further then 1 dare truſt 


It 


- [My inſtrument your Brother; though he thinks bY. 
| He underſtands it all. Yoridet he is, 


profoundly Love ſtruck too, J make no doubt. 

Fry. Fye l Can you be ſo lew'd? 1s that! your, tes 

ſon? 

at. Ves; can the Pariſh Parſon give you bettef 2: 

Fra. His Pariſh Bull's as civill. 

Wat. Well no more. 
le talke with your Father abort i it. 

Fra. ] with your Siſter, and to better purpoſe. 

Dry. = Wat, what think you of my courſe, akd 

ir? - # 

' Wat, As I love miſthiefe, and defire't to live by't;; - 
It is the daintieft courſe, — O, brave ſit Humphrey, 
How 1am taken with your Shape 1 Old O«bright, 


| The Father of the Swindgers - ſo much talk d on 


Could nete ha* borne it u 2 Nor his Daughter, 
That was French hort indeed, could ere have clipp d, 
And Frenthified our Engliſh better, then ' 
Wi onſet to Coxcombes that do Court her: 

ith her fine Eren 185 her Laiĩſſę-moys; it, 
| He 


. 


be Damoiſelle. 

Her Prea-awayes ; Intrat 2 you mak a me bluſta; 

O, I am tickled with it. ef 
Dry. A, ba, my Lad. | | 
Wat. ſlid ] could dote upon you. Had] been | 

Your Son now, how I could have bonour'd you 

Though I had kept a Precept by t, I care not. 

Dry. Notable Reprobate. 
Wat. The Devill ſure 

Ought me a miſchiefe, when he enabled that 

Old Wretch, my Father to beget me. Ob, 

Tis in my bones; Ifcele it in my Youth : 

I know from whence the Pocks is now deſcended, 

The Gout begets it. There's no Uſurers Son, 

Burt's, born with an hereditary ſpice onꝰt. 

Dry. Had Jrak'd Lino, as] did the Compter, 
I were not bettet fitted with a Copeſmate. 
Wat. iligbt, I could ask you bleſſing. 
Dry. And I think, 
Ibat curteſie you have ſeldome done your Father, 
Wat. Nere ſince I grew to any underſtanding : 


Nor ( as I Know) before, but u hipt and held tot. 

Dry. Well Wat. You ſee how far I have truſted 
ou, 

To bars the ſecond hand in our great work; 
Our Project here. Though you muſt ſeem my Servant 
You are like to have the better ſhare, if you agree. 
Upon the Match, and make Jour ſelfe my Son. 
How like you your new Miſtreſſe, fir, my Daughter ; 


The Maidenhead here, che new Ordinary -- 

The Damayſelle, or What you pleaſe to call her? 

What iſt a Much Wat? Condeſcendeth ſhe? 
Wat, No man ſhall be ber Husband, but my ſelſe 

Who ere the lies witchall, befoxe ot after. 

That ſhe hazroundly promis'd. But ſhe balkes, 

And Boꝑgles with me in a lefſe requeſt, 


Dry, 


— — 


1 1e D, 470 ell . 


ted 


e 


Dry. She ſhall deny thee nothing. What iſt Pat? 
Wat. You may command her duty, if you pleate, 


Dry. What is it man? 


at. Troth, (ir, but one nights knowledge 


Of her aforehand. One word of your mouth, 
Iknow would do it, ſir. 
Dry. O Deviliſh Raſcall, | 
That can imagine this a Fathers Office! 


Patience good Wat. 
mat. But that I am afeard 
My Father would be pleas*d with'c, I'd take home 


My Siſter elſe, and preſently. 
Dr ry. In Maides about your work, And heare you 


Franc 


Diſcharce the ' Butchers, and the- Chandler B ts. 


They wait below. The Baker and the Brewer, 


I] have made even with, 
Fra. And the Vintner too, | 
Dry. The Bottle-man too, and Tobacco Merchant, 


Do as I bid you, go. Now wat Obſerve me: 


As an ingenious: Critick would obſerve 


The firſt Scene of a Cemedy, for feare 


He loſe the Plot. | 
Wat. I do obſerve you, fir. you | 
Dry. I have, you know, releas'd from you? chrall- 


N dome. 
Upon condition you ſhould ſteale your Siſter, 
To be at my difpoſe. You have perſorm d it: 
Wt. Honeſtly, ſir. c 
Ory. Les. honeſtly, as you ſay. 
And though it be for her own abſolute good; 
Yet was your Act ſo grate full to me, that 
I promis d you my 1 


„Vat. Right fir, on. | 
Dey. I ſhall be briefe. yew! know my Wa Var 
Are 


The Damoiſelle. 
Are ſunk, and you have heard, I make no doubt, 
Mongſt other of my follies, of a Child | 
I got on Brookeall: ſiſter, on the by, Wat: 
wat, And this is ſhe, I love à baſtard naturally, 
Ah thy are bouncing ſpirits : Now] love her 
More then Idid Sir, 
Dry. You come fairely on. 
But now, my poverty affords no portion. 
Now, Wat, to raiſe a portion! 
Wat» J, now, now. 
Dry. Now I come to it, Wat: ] tooke this houſe, 
And in this habit here, turn'd pimping Hoſt, 
To make the moſt of her, and find a Husband 
To take her with all faults. 
Wat. That's I, that's I Sir : this has muſickin't. 
Dry. You will be {ecret Wat. 
Wat. No dumb Bawde like me. | 
Dry. Nay in a plot of villany I dare truſt thee. 
Wat. In trotl you cannot thinke how much 1 
love it; 
How I am tickled with it! Good Sir, on. 
Dry. This I have deſign d to put her off 
(I mean her Maicen- head) at ſuch a rate 
Shall purchaſe Land, 
wat. How, good Sir Hamphrey, how? 
Dry. She ſhall be rifled for. va 
wat. How ! Rifled Sir? 1 8881 
Dey. Yes, rifled Vat; the moſt at three fair throw), 
With three fair Dice, muſt win and wear her, V at. 
Youle take her with all faults ? 
wat. Can you ſuſpect me? 
It is the rareſt invention, if the Gameſters 
Be ſtiffe aud ſtrait, that ever was projected! 
What is'c a man? | 


Dry. 


— 


was a :* 


W 


elle. 


Dfty. But twenty — ces, — 

wat. I vow too little, leſſe theit number help us. 
How many Gamſtets have you ? 

Dry. A full hundred. 

Wat. Two thouſand pound! A merry portion, 
And worth as many Maiden-heads in the (port 
A man ſhall finde in ſpending iz? Me-thinks 
Ifeele my felf even flying with t already. 

Dry. What art thou thinking, Wat? 

Wat. That here maypgrow 
A danger Sir, the Gameſters being ſo many. 

Dry. Why, there's but one muſt uſe her. 

Wat. Phew, for that 
] were indifferent, if twere all or. more 
(As it is poſſible a 'wench might bear it) 

If chey come ſingle, and in civill ſort, 
Allow her breathing-whiles —- 
Dry. Here's a ripe Raſcall ! 
Wat. But my doubt is, that ſuch a multitude 
May fly into combuſtion, blow-up all 
* 4 — and our hopes. 
. Now your doubt 
res upon my Iudgement: didſt thou note 
How quietly choſe Gallants here to day 


5 Parted with their gold? 


wat, Yes, very gallantly. 
Dry. They ſhall agree as well for the commodity, 
As I have caſt it, / Vat; ſo well my boy, ä 
That no diſtaſte ſhall be or ta'ne, or given, | 
Anon youle ſee. 
Wat. She knows not ont you ſay, 
Dry, ** ſhall ſhe Vat, till at che puſh I Ange 
er 
To be obedient in the undertaking. . 


5 Vat. And that's a ſweet obedience: I could kneel 
D 3 Before 


* 2 — 7 
Before my wretched Sirein fi uch commands 


Enter Francis. 


Dry. Anon Ile maker all plain to you. Hon now 
Frank ? \ | 
Frax, There are two Gentlemen in the next row, 
by all meanes would ſpeake with you: I have 
a — * 
The fouleſt coyle with one of em, that perſyyades 
Himſelfe you keep a Eawdy-houſe, by ſome what 
He gather d Eveſdropping, by your diſcourſe here, 
+ While t'other held me talking; who is civil, 
O And loves me with a modeſt fair affe ction. 
Dry. Where is his ſiſter, Alice? 
Fran. Unſeen I wrrranr you. | 
Dry. Then let them enter. Whin into your diſguiſe 
Vat - = Exit Fran, 
| ap be at call. 


Dry. Did they Eaveldropme I will Stands a- 
Raveſdrop too—— Fcde. 


E. ter Oliver, Ambroſe. 


ol. Did not I tell thee t was 2 Bawdy-houſe ? 
Am. 1 cannot think ſo yet: there is lome other 
Trick in it; the Maid you fee is very modeſt. 

00. That is the trick on it man, ſhe muſt ſeem ſo. 

| Her Father deals for her. 
An. Fye | Can there be ſuch Fathers? 
0. Yes, and ſuch Mothers too: The W too 
full of em. 

Come, ſhee's a Jugling whore I warrant thee, 

85 alt her Fee-fees, and her ys 


. VVat. Preſto, Anon, anon Sir. 5 Ex. Nya 


— — — 


le 


1% 


| 5 Pox of her counterſeit Gibbrich lle make her 
In plainer Engliſh, ere I ha done with her. 


Wilt 1 you taſte your welcome in a Cup, 
; Speaks ore the brim in this high Language to you. 
The ſtrength ſhe got in ſix and thirty growths 


To put you by your Beverage and your Bombaſt, 


ſpeak 


Dyy. I have enough. You are welcome Gentlemen. 
01. Ne looks like ſuch a Blade. Are you the M aſter _ 
here Sir? 
Dry. I am the man that's much ——— to ſee 
Such ſparkling Spirits underneath this Roofe, 
Where all you finde is yours. Sirrah Varlet. 
Ol. Fach ſyllable tte ſpeaks bewrays him. 
Dry. Varlet ] ſay. 
Wat. Here Sir. 


Enter Wat with Wine. 


Dry. Give me the Complement. Gallants, 2 


The ſpirit of whoſe never dying Liquor, « 


Full fix and thirty times hath Luna wan'd 


From Phabus vertuous beames, into this Juyce, 
To make it Nectar for Phœbean wits. 
Tis this inſpires their braines with fire Divine, 
By which to write high ſtraines; and herein lurks, 
The gifr, One has to bounce up his own works. 
Ol. Your meaning is good Sack, and three years old. 


I will nor drinke, nor talke of 'othet thing, 
But the choice thing of things, your Daughter Sir. 
Dry. Thou ſhalt not wooe my Daughter, nor ne man) 


for thy ſake, Sig. 
Unlaſſe thou come untill her by her Daddy nak d. Y 
Her Mammy's gone to Heaven Sir. And I pray, } 


Let Fathers poor breed Daughters as they ar. 
01, Your care, no doubt, is great what will it hold? 
D 4 The 


2. The Narvoiſelle. 


| The Rifling Sir, Ir megane, Is your HER full? 

May not a man 25 in Sir fox a chance 7” 

- Dry. What do you mean Sir? 

01. May not we 

| Comet iy adventurers? Here are twenty peeces. 
Dry. 1 _ you haye overheard me. Call my Daughe 
2 2 Y Exit Wat, 

Now Ile dilclol a ſecret to you. But Gentlemen, 

As you love wit and mirth, cenſure me * 

I am a Gentleman decayd in Fortune. | 
Ol. And canſt thou be ſo baſe to ſel thy Chi (de 

To Luſt and Impadence? 
Dry. Pe not too raſh. 

My Child's as deare in my N as you 

Were ever to your Father. 
An. Deyill thon lyeſt 


Dew 


Ol. Nay, hold, 200d Ambroſe ; you een now webe | 


With mg; t d ther did oppoſe your faire Conſtruction 
Of this good Gentleman and his vertuous Daug iter 
Am. My ignorance wrong d us both. : 

01. Good modeſt eAmbroſe, | 
What do you thinke of this. dikovery 
Dry. You had diſcover'd more, if is impatience 

Had not prevented me: But now Lam dumb to you 

In all. but this. If youle be  leas'dt to ſup here, 

1 ſhall afford you welcome. I haye buſineſſe. | Ex, 
oi What can we make of this 7 2 
Am. I know what to do. Th 

If City Juſtice, grave Authority 

Protec it not, Ile ſurely ſpoyle the ſport. 

Ol. Canſt thou be ſo malicious, that, but naw 

Did love this Wench ſo dearly, as to run her 
Into the hazar of Correction? 

. day: Here ſhe cc comes, and the Pimp whiskin with ber, 
| Enter 


Vas. 


ere 


it, 


r, 


Enter Wit. Fran. 


Do thou take him in hand. Ile handle her 
Now Madam, twenty pound a man! Nay do hot 
Coy it tog much? Your proyident Father left us, 
To make bur ſeſves more known to you; as your pricg 
Is pon tous already: Look upon uns. 
Fla. Pre ye Sir, have you been ever in _Fragte? 

Ol, In France? No ſurely, nor in Doctors hands 
Since was Placket high. Why ask you Lady? 

Fra. For, if you could ſpeak Franſh,I could the better 


Find what you ſay. I can no underſtand 


What tis you mean by price. What is that Price, 
If it be no Welch Gentleman? . rr liel Here, 


Ol. I meane : 8 | 
The price of three throws for your 1 * 


Tis twenty peeces. If I win it ( ny 
What will you give me out of your groſle 


0 
ſum 7 


To tale it neatly off; and like an Operator, 


Fra. Parle Frangoy Monſſeur, fe vou pri. 
01. Thou art a handſome Hyppocrite : And this 

Cunning becomes thee well. Ile kiſſe thee fort- 
Fra. Fee fee Monſieur. O fee !' tis no good faſhion, 

For the young Man and Mayd to no ing kiffet 
01. Tis not ſo good indeed; nothing but kiſſe. 

A little of tone with tother will doe Well. 
Fra. Fee fee, you no underſtand; That Gentleman, 

Speaks he no Franh ?? r 
Ol, Ves yes. He ſpeaks no French. ä 
Fra, He Monſieur vou moc que de Moy. 
Ol. Owie par ma foy, © 


* 4 
. 


Fra. Ha Monſieur von parle franpoy. 110 11 bien aiſie. 


0t, Eaſie! Yes yes, ] thinke you would be eaſie 


To 


p , . WET 'F 7 A 


Too one _ knew but how to manage you, 
For all the boaſt of your Virginity. 
Fra. Excuſe me Sir, I can no nnderftand. 
Ol. _ thinks you | ſhould. Come prithee leave this 


8 I know y ou ea ed Engliſh, if you lift. 

| Fra. Indeed I can. But, in my beſt; and all 

1ͤs cannot underſtand you Sir, nor frame 

An anſmwer to your rudeneſſe. When you know me 
Hetter, youle wu k in better phraſe, and then 
. like you may 5 better language from me: 
Till WO, £5 Sen me leave to Jeave you Sir. 


Nay fince you can (| peak Enplih muſt talke a 
Fra. So youle be civill. 
Ol. Civill I ſwear, and private. They go aſide. 
An. Does ſhee not know on't, ſayſt thou? 
Wat. No Sir, no: 
Notthe leaſt inckling of it: The old n man 
Carryes it ſo diſcreetly. 
ow Bleſſe me Heayen ? 
-Diſcreealy ſayſt thou. To betray his Childe, 
To Tol ber Virginity. 
at. Ves diſcreetly. 
She dreames of no ſuch buſineſſe; e; fach intent: 
. 9 No more then the Cud - chewin Heifer knowes 
Ih be Butcher, that muſt knock her down ifaith. 
O, twill be bravely carried! I my ſelfe 
Knew nothing till this houre : though I ſaw 
Money put in his hand by divers Gallants : 
Men of great place and worſhip ; ack I gather 
Are to be of the Riflers. 
Amb. Prithee who > 
Mat. All muft be nameleſſe. There are Lords _—_— 
n 


em. 


—__ 7 4 2.” Im 7 
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Ind ſome of civil Come, — — ta dran. 
ew ſtakes at the old Game, as well as they 
Truckle-breech'd Juſtices, and baſtlin pla ers, 
That thruſt in with their Motions; 64 Citizens ; 

Old Moogy: -Maſters ſome, that ſeek the Purchace ; 
And Merchant Venturers that bid for the 8 7 

Forreine Commodity, as fairc, as any i 

Amb: Was ever ſuch an outrage : : Heark thee below a: 

They Aſide. 
Fra. Sir, I have heard you with that patience D © 
( And with no better) as the troubled Pilot 

Endyres a Tempeſt, or contrary winds : . | 
Who, 2238 nererheleſſe lis l ackling ſure, 

His Veſſel] tight, and Sea- room round about him, 

playes with the waves, and vies his confidence 

{cas the blaſts of Fortune, till he winns 

His way, through all her chrearaingy, to ang | 

You may apply this. 1 
01. And you may be planer. | 

Is there not ſuch a project for your Maydeabead 
Fra, It deſerves no anſwer. Pant 

But to be rid of yon, together wit ba + 
The Devill, that i lan bn tethat queſtiom; 

Know, that knew I of ſuch a —— project” | I% 
Or, that Fhad a Father 'Casmyuriovtty:”;'!;:; 

You have ſuggeſted) co yy be ſo inhumune, 

To proſtitute my ſpotleſſe Virgine hanaur; /: 

To Luſt for Salary, I'wowld as ſure Ac N. 

As there is foree in poyſon, Cord, obSteet - "nA 
At price of both our lives. Sir, I havefa 2 Bug 

Ol. This Wench amazes me; Could trete dom 

There could he truth in Woman, E could ſove her 21 

Amb. Wert Ne make one: Meet er 


i 


And fach my twenty Peices, AT 


3. He — 7 * 


do: e yon not — 


"ha [ iſcov ? 
ns 'A villany enough to blow the houſe up. 
OL. And I have Man (1 thinke ) a vertue, that 
Lane 3 But let's hence. We may 


Conferr our notes . by the way: E xeunt. 


Aen. II. SI. 


Busty. CHMagaalen, Zane, all in bravt Cloaths. 


Bum. NF Ay, nay, I know he is flown out, and I 
Am prettily provided for like fli ght: 
And if I do not — bb . and ſouſe 
As deepſas he, while > en, is Game to fly at 
.. Five hundred Peices he took out you ſay ? 
75. And ſayd he would venter t at the Ordinary. 
Bum. Thats hee, thats hel Why this is excellent. 
Mag. This waz your folly Bump. He was content 
To have walk'd moneyleſſe you ſaw, but you 
Would force him. At a word you did la Bump. 
Bum. T force him bs? 


Mag. I at a word, you put it in his head, 
And put the Sor ite Mar hand, 
As one young F 


Bains: board. 
Leto not your ſine French-Frippery, which 1 ate: 
Tura d oth Taylors hands (as one would ſay ) 


Huffle you up to Soveraigaty : Nor your Coach, 
Which I have but beſpoak, whirle you away, 
Before tis finiſh'd ) from obedience. | 


Wat. 1 1il not faile you In the Temple Walkes --=-.. 
Exit. 


bi tx, Fj „ SD 


Mag. 


"The Dans. 


—] 244g. Good lack fine Gentleman, that weares the 


ret, 


mt, 


O 


Purchale . 

Of a Pawn'd forfeiture, Muſt 7 not ſpeak trow ? 
Bum. Excellent Magdalen ! | WF 
Mag. Sit, will ſpeak ; and be allow'd to ſpeak, _ 
Bum, And ſpeak allow'd too; will you Magdalen? 
Mag. 7,ata word; Since you have put me tot, 

7 will uphold the Fashion; Learn, and practiſe 
Behaviour and carriage above my parrell. 

7 at a word, 7 will la, that 7 will. | 
Bum. This is moſt excellent | My old Beaſt is 

Infected with the Faſhions ; Faſhion-fick ! 


Pray Ma- dame take your courſe, uphold your Faſhion: 


And learn and practiſe Carriage to your Cloaths: 
I will maintain my humour, though all ſplit by'c. -« 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. Mr. UVerminedelires to ſpeak with yon; 
Bum. Ifaith I will Ma-dame. -- ¶ Exit With Fer- 
74. My Husband, Mother, vant. ] 
Reports of a rare Creature come to Towne, 
Of a French breed; = Damoyſell, that profeſſeth 
The teaching of Court-carriage and behaviour : 


* | The rar'ſt he ſaies —— 


Mag. Can ſhe teach the elder ſort ? 
Ja. All ages from ſix yeares to ſixty fix, 
Unleſle they be indoeible he ſaies. 
Mag. Indocible I What's that? 
7a. Stift i the hammes, I think. 
Mag. Nay, then wee'l) to her. | 
I can yet bowe my Haunches; come and go 
With them, as nimbly as the barren Doe. 
My Gimboles don't complain for want of Oyle yet? 
Wee'il have this Madame; and we will be Madames 
IE. Ourſelves 


The Damoiſelle. 
The Rifling Sir, I meane, Is your number full? 
May not a man put in Sir for a chance? 
Dry. What do you mean Sir? 
01. May not we 
Come iy adventurers? Here are twenty peeces. 
+ Dry. I finde you haye overheard me. Call my Daugb- 
fer, Exit Mat. 
Now Ile diſcloſe a ſecret to you. But Gentlemen, 
As you love wit and mirth, cetiſure me mildly. 
I am a Gentleman decayd in Fortune. 
Ol. And canſt thou be ſo baſe to ſell thy Chi lde 
To Luſt and impadence? 
Dry. Be not too raſh. 
My Child's as deare in my reſpect, as you 
Were ever to your Father. 
An. Devill thou lyeſt Draw, 
O01. Nay, hold, good Ambroſe; you een now wete 
angry 1 
With me; that did oppoſe your faire Conſtruction 
Of this good Gentleman and his vertuous Daughter. 
© eAm. My ignorance wrong d us both. | 
0. Good modeſt eLmbroſe, 
What do you thinke of this defrovery ? 
Dry. You had diſcover'd more, if his impatience 
Had not prevented me: But now I am dumb to you 
In all, but this. If youle be pleas'd to ſup here, 
I ſhall afford you welcome. I have buſineſſe. Exit. 
. 0k: What can we make of this? | 
Am, IT know what to do. | 
If City Juſtice, grave Authority 
Protect it not, Ile ſurely ſpoyle the ſport. 
Ol. Canſt thou be ſo malicious, that, but naw 
DidR love this Wench ſo dearly, as to run her 
Into the hazard of Correction? | 
Stay: Here ſhe comes, and the Pimp whiskin with ber. 
8 | r 
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re 


The Damoiſelle. 


Enter Wat. Fran. 


Do thou take him in hand. Ile handle her. 
Now Madam, twenty pound a man! Nay do not 
Coy it tog much? Y our provident Father left us, 
To make our ſelves more known to you; as your pricg 
Is known to us already : Look upon us. | 
' Fra. Pre ye Sir, have you been ever in France? 
Ol. In France? No ſurely, nor in Doctors hands 
Since I was Placket high. Why ack you Lady? 
Fra. For, if you could ſpeak Franſh,l could the better 
Find what you ſay. I can no underſtand 
What tis you mean by price. What is that Price, 
If it be no Welch Gentleman? F- Pro lied dere. 
. O01. I meane | 
The price of three throws for your Maydenhead, 
Tis twenty peeces. If I win it ( Hearke you) 
What will you give me out of your groſſe um 
To take it neatly off; and like an Operator, 
Put —pame?” = 
Fra. Parle Frangoy Monſieur, fe vou prie. | 
01. Thou art a handſome Hyppocrite : And this 
Cunning becomes thee well. Ile kiſſe thee for't. 
Fra. Fee fee Monſieur. O fee ! tis no good faſhion, 
For the young Man and Mayd to no ting but kiffe! 
01. Tis not ſo good indeed; nothing but kiſſe. 
A little of tone with tother wilt doe well. 
Fra. Fee fee, you no underſtand. That Gentleman, 
Speaks he no Fransh ? WEILL 
01. Ves yes. He ſpeaks no French. 
Fra, He Monſieur vou moc que de Moy, 
Ol. Owie par ma foy. _ | 
Fra. Ha Monſieur vu parle francoy. 5 bien as/ie. 
01, Eaſie! Yes yes, I thinke you would be eaſie 2 
; ; 0 


* 
= 
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To one that knew but how to manage you, 
For all the boaſt of your Virginity. 
Fra. Excuſe me Sir, I can no underftand. 


Ol. Me thinks you ſhould. Come prithee leave this Ir} 
fooling, a. : 0 

I know you can 630 Engliſh, if you liſt. A 
Fra. Indeed I can. But, in my beſt and all F. 


I cannot underſtand you Sir, nor frame 
An anſwer to your rudeneſſe. When you know me 
Better, youle ſpeak in better phraſe, and then 
Tis like you may finde better language from me: ( 
Till when, pray give me leave to leave you Sir. E 
Ol. * -77 you Lady, heark you ( ſtill more my- | y 
icall ! H 
Nay fince you can ſpeak Engliſh, I muſt talke wye. p 
Fra. So youle be civill. A 
Ol. Civill I ſwear, and private. They go aſide. | E 
Am. Does ſhee not know on't, ſayſt thou? y 
Wat. No Sir, no: 
Not the leaſt inckling of it: The old man T: 
Carryes it ſo diſcreetly. 
Am. Bleſſe me Heaven? 
Diſcreetly ſayſt thou. To betray his Childe, 
To ſale of her Virginity. 
Wat. Ves, diſcreetly. 
She dreames of no ſuch buſineſſe; ſuch intent: 
No more then the Cud- chewing Heifer knowes 
The Butcher, that muſt knock her down ifaith. 
O, twill be bravely carried ! I my ſelfe 
Knew nothing till this houre : though I ſaw 
Money put in his hand by divers Gallants : 
Men of great place and worſhip ; which I gather 
Are to be of the Riflers. 
Amb. Prithee who > 
Mat. All muft be namelefſe. There are Lords among 
em. And 


8 


hs 


le, 
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he Damoiſelle. 


nd ſome of civill Coat, that love to draw 

New ſtakes at the old Game, as well as they; 

ſruckle-breech'd Juſtices, and battling Lawyers, 

chat thruſt in with their Motions ; Muffled Citizens ; 

01d Money-Maſters ſome, that ſeek the Purchace ; 

And Merchant Venturers that bid for the * p 

Forreine Commodity, as faire, as any. | 
Amb. Was ever ſuch an outrage ! Heark thee fellow -» 

| Typen aſide. 

Fra. Sir, I have heard you with that patience 

(And with no better) as the troubled Pilot 

Endyres a Tempeſt, or contrary winds : 

Who, finding neretheleſſe his T ackling ſure 

His Veſſel] tight, and Sea-room round about him, 

Playes with the waves, and vies his confidence 

Above the blaſts of Fortune, till he winns 

His way, through all her threatnings, to his Port. 

You may apply this. 2 
01. And you may be phainer. 

Is there not ſuch a project for your Maydenhead 
Fra. It deſerves no anſwer. | 

But to be rid of you, together with _ 

The Devill, that inflam d you to that queſtion 

Know, that knew I of ſuch a plot or project; 

Or, that Thad a Father (as injuriouſly 

You have ſuggeſted) could be ſo inhumane, 

To proſtitute my ſpotleſſe Virgine honour 

To Luft for Salary, I would as fure prevent it, 

As there is force in poyſon, Cord, or Steel 

At price of both our lives. Sir, I have fayd oo: Ex, 
Ol. This Wench amazes me. Could I beleeve now 

There could be truth in Woman, I could love her. 
Amb. — 4 make one: Meet me there two hourts 

ence, 
And fetch my twenty Peices, | 
Wat. 


The Damoiſelle. 


Wat. will not faile you. In the Temple Walkes -..... 
Exit. 
Amb. Where, if I fit yon not ------- 
Ol. Nam I What diſcovery? | 
Amb. A villany enough to blow the houſe up. 
Ol. And I have found (I thinke ) a vertue, that 
Might ſave a City: But let's hence. We may 
Conferr our notes together by the way. . © Exeunt. 


LECT: III. Scene II. 


Bumpſey, Magdalen, Fant, all in brave Cloaths. 


— 


Ay, nay, I know he is flown out, and I 
Am prettily provided for like flight: 
And if I do not pitch as high, and ſouſe 
As deep, as he, while there is Game to fly at 
Five hundred Peices he took out you ſay ? 
74. And ſayd he would venter t at the Ordinary. 
Zum. Thats hee, thats he! Why this is excellent. 
Aug. This was your folly Bump. He was content 
To have walk d moneyleſſe you ſaw, but you 
Would force him. At a word you did la' Bump. 
Bum. I force him, ha? 
Mag. I, at a word, you put it in his head, 
And put the Sword into the Madmans hand, 
As one would ſay. 
Bum. Good Mrs. At-a-word. 
Let not your fine French Frippery, which I bought; 
Turn d oth Taylors hands (as one would ſay) 
Huffle you up to Soveraigaty : Nor your Coach, 
Which I have but beſpoak, whirle you away, 
Before tis finiſh'd ) from obedience. 


Bum. 


Ha 14 2 
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The rat'ſt he ſaies 


The Damoiſeile. 


Mag. Good lack fine Gentleman, that weares the 
Purchaſe | 
Of a Pawn'd forfeiture, Muſt 7 not ſpeak trow ? 
Bum. Excellent Magdalen 
Mag. Sit, 7 will ſpeak ; and be allow'd to ſpeak, 
Bum. And ſpeak allow'd too; will you Magdalen? 
Mag. 7,ata word; Since you have put me to't, 
7 will uphold the Fashion; Learn, and practiſe 
Behaviour and carriage above my parrell. 
J at a word, 7 will la, that 7 will. 
Bum. This is moſt excellent | My old Beaſt is 
Infected with the Faſhions ; Faſhion-fick ! 
Pray Ma-dame take yourcourſe, uphold your Faſhion: 
And learn and practiſe Carriage to your Cloaths : 
I will maintain my humour, though all ſplit by't. 


Enter Servant, 


Ser, Mr. Dermine deſires to ſpeak with yon. 
Zum. Ifaith I will Ma- dame. Exit with Ser» 
7a. My Husband, Mother, vant. | 
Reports of a rare Creature come to Towne, 
Of a French breed; a Damoyſell, that profeſſeth 
The teaching of Court-carriage and behaviour : 


Mag. Can ſhe teach the elder ſort ? 
7a. All ages from fix yeares to ſixty fix, 
Unleſſe they be indocible he ſaies. 
Mag. Indocible ! What's that? 
7a. Stift i'the hammes, I think, 
Mag. Nay, then wee l to her. 
I can yet bowe my Haunches; come and go 
With them, as nimbly as the barren Doe. 
My Gimboles don't complain for want of Oyle yet: 
Wee'il have this Madame; and we will be Madames 
Ourſelves 


The Damoiſelle; | 


Ourſelves, or it ſhall coſt us each a Crown 
A month the teaching. In a Month we may, 
PraQifing but one houte in a day, 
Be Madames, may we not? 
72. Yes, if we give our mindes tor; and but tele 
Fit times to practiſe. 
tag. Wee ll find Lecture times: 
Oc baulk St. Autlins for't the while. But mum. 


Enter Bumpſey, Vermine. 


Bam. Do you wonder at my bravery ? Look you 
here : 
This i is my Wife; and this my Daughter, . 7 
You have loſt yours, you ſay : Perhaps for want 
Of Huny. -1uſties, and of Gorgets gay. 
Ha !iſt not ſo? 
Der. The World's turn'd- prodigall. 
You do got well co mock me, when I come 
For comfort and adviſe. . - 
Bum. Shall I be plain wye ; 
My beſt adviſe is, ſince your Daughters gone, 
To turn your Son after her. He lies not in 
For much above a hundred pound. Pay it, 
And let him take his courſe : If he be not 
Got looſe already. Then ( obſerve my Counſell) 
Spend you the reſt of your Eftate your ſelfe ; 
And fave your Heires the fin. It is the courſe 
J have in hand, and mean to follow it. 
You like it not ¶ it ſeems) but thus it is, 
VVhen men adviſe for nothing. Had your Lawyer 
Nou for his fee, given Cone, Jug have damn d 
you : 
You wontd have thought it worth your Gold, and 
follow'd ic. 
| vVill 


The Damoiſelle, 
VVill you go with meto an Ordinary ? 
Venter five hundred or a thouſand Peeces, 
To begin a new V Vorld with. 
Ver. Mrs. Bumpſey, I take it you are she. 
le Mag. An old Ape has an old eye. ; 
He knowes me through all my cuts and ſlashes. {muy 
mag long I pray, has my good friend your Hus- 
and 
Been thus diſtracted ? 
Mag. But when Iam perfect 
In the quaint Courtly carriages, that belong 
ou | Unto this habit; in which, 1 confeſſe, 
I am yet but raw; how will you know me then? 
Der. She is as mad as he. 
Bum. How Lady-like she talkes ! 
Mag. Or, now my black Bag's on, I hold a penny 
You do not know me. Bogh-who am I now ? 
Der. Moſt unrecoverably mad l young Gentlewo- 
man : 
Nay, I intreat your favour for an anſwer » 
As you can pity a wrong'd mans diſtreſſe. 
Give me what light you can of my loſt Daughter, 
Tou have been inward alwaies, and partook 
The neareſt of her Counſels. Tell me fairely 
I do beſeech you in this gentle way. | 
Though 7 profeſle 7 have a ſtrong preſumption 
Againſt your Husband, and his young Aſſociates 
I met to day ; and bore their mocks and taunts : 
On which J have good ground for a ſtrickt courſe 
To force 'em to examination. 
[| Tet 1 intreat you ſee. 
dj 74. The VVorld is turn'd 
| Quite upſide downe : Elſe I should wonder 
d | How you could make requeſts, that bay: ©: 41 |» 
Tou have (too much) by Rapine and O ion. 
it] Der. Do you upbraid me ? Zum: 


he 22 01 elle. F 


Zum. What's the matter Jane? - . 
7a. The Fox here learns to ſing. 3 
Mag. Ile fox him our oth' hole if he ſing here _ 
Will no Prey ſerve you but new married wives, Fox ? 
Ver. Why do you abuſe me thus? 
7a. I heard you, fir, with too much patience, 
Abuſe my Husband with your foule Suſpicion. 
Who is as cleer; I know, from wronging you, 
As your own Son. | 
Ver. Your mocks are monſtrous. _. 
Were not he faſt enough, I would reſolve 
No other friend had robb'd me, 2 
Mag. Is your ſon a friend ? At a word, hee's like 
you. 


| Enter Sir Amphilus, Servant. 


Amp. ] pray, if my man aske for mee, ſend him to 
me, by your Maſters leave. By your leave Sir, I made 
bold co follow a Father-in-Law of mine that. ſhould 
have been, into your houſe here, with much ado to find 
it. Any good newes Sir yet? Ha“ you heard of her? 
J cry theſe Ladies mercy; though you may take me for 
a Clowne, ] muſt not forget 1 am a Knight, and give 
yau the curteſie of my lips V 
Zum. In the name of Peaſantry, what Knight art 
—_— — 6 
If not the Knight of the Plough-ſhare? 

Mag. A fine ſpoken, and a well-bred man, at a 
word: He call'd us Ladies. To ſee what Apparell can 
do ! How long might I have trudg d about in my old 
coats before] had been Lady? And then hee would 
do us the. curgeſie.o kiſle us: Sure, ſure, as curteſie 
makes a Knight, ſo cloaths makes a Lady. 

Amp. It ſeems ſhe's loft then. All ill go with her. 
Bum. 


| The Damoijſelle. 
Bum. What old youth can this be > 

Amp. Your warrant, perhaps, may find her though. 

And ] tell you what. 
] ha'ſent my man to lay the Ducking Ponds for her. 
Bam. Do you think ſhe would drown her ſelfe ? 
Amp. Who knowes what toy might take her? 
| Is ſhe not a woman, as other fleſh and 
blood is? I had another occaſion to one 
that belongs to the Ponds. I tell you as a 
Friend, I had not ſent els: Come Father. 
in-Law that ſhould have been; hang ſor- 
row. You have had but one Loſſe to day. 
I have had two. Ile git you in Rhime. 

My Mare and my Miſtreſſe I loft on a day, 

Tone of em dyed , and t other ran away. 

4. You are acquainted among the Poets it ſeems, 

fir ? 

Amp.Truly but one that's a Gamſter amongſt us at the 

ducking Pond ; a Cobler, but the neateſt Fellow at 

Poetry, that ever was handicrafts-man ; & no Schol- 

ler,to enable him by learning, to borrow of the An- 
cients; Yet he isa Tranſlator too. And he makes 
the ſweeteſt Poſies for Privie- houſes. 

7a. Ha, ha, ha, 

Bum. What a youth's this for a Knight! 


Enter Trebaſco. 


Amp. Ile tell yee Ladies —— O Trebaſco. Good 
ne wes at laſt I hope, 


Tre, ] can never finde you any where, but jeer'd and 
laugh'd at, and are fool'd, (as I have often 
told you) to your Worſhips face, and your 
Worſhip perceives it not. 

Amp. To the point, man. How does my Whelp? He 

E 


t9 


The Damo1leuye, 


is grown a tall Dog hy this ] hope: reſolve tue 


quickly, 
Tre: Why, to put you out of your pain; your 

Whelp's grown a tall Dog. 
eAmp. Good 


7a. You ſaid you would tell us, fir ; What will you | 


tell us ? 
Tre. And a handſome Dog. 
Amp. Good again. 
7a. What a Dog · tricks is this? 
Tre, Aud h'as learnt, beſides the main Game, all the 
rare tricks and qualities his Tutor could teach, 
Amp. Excellent. | 
74. Will you not tell us, fir, about your Poet? 
Amp. Hang him, my Dogs worth *em all, in ready 
money. 
Mag. I pray, fir. . | 
Amp. 1 will not give his eares for the ſwolnſt head- 
full of wit among em. 
Are not his Eares finely curl Trebaſce? Like his 
Dam PFlapſes. 
Tres Yes, and his Coat all over, fir, they told me. 
Ams. Told thee ! Didſt thou not fee him? My heart 
miſgives me. 


Tre. See him? No indeed, (ir ; but] pray beare it as 0 
well as you may: ot 

And fer not your heart too much upon tranſportableſ * 
tbings. : 
Amp. Ha ö 
Tre. The Dog is gone, (ir. 4 
eAmp. HOW he 
Tre. Stolne from Schoole, fic ; and ſold to a great] /* 


Monſieur, 
And Shipt away fouredaies ago. 
Amp. O my heart wilt break: 


Jo 


ne 
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Amp. My veine is yet too dul ; B 
Three Loſſes I have had; gone, paſt all hel P. | 
My Mare, my Miſtreſſe, And ( which grieves me moſt 


7.4 Do not faint Knight; Cheare up your heart with 


your Muſe. „ | 
ut | will offer at it. 


of all) my wel p. | 
1a. That line is long enough to reach him: 
Amp. 1 would it were elſe. : 
Bum. Ol's pity, Look you, fir, your Son- in-Liaw, 
that ſhould ha been, is in much paſſion 

too. But you'll be rul'd by me, you fay. And 

if ] lead you not to comfort, never truſt 
Neigbours counſell while you live. Is not this 


yg — 


plain enough? My own caſe at this time is as 
| dangerous as yours. 

Ver. That's all that comforts me.” 3 

Bum. Neighbourly laid. I thank you. Come, Sir, 
will you joyn with your Father-in Law that 
ſhould ha* been, and me ina Cup of VVine 
to ordera deſigne. 

Tre. There's a reckoning towards, 

Bum. It fhall coſt you nothing. s 

Am. Jo the next Tavern then. Ladies adicu- 


[0 part with ſuch as you to ſome are croſſes. 


et Ile not put you down among my Lofles. Eæeunc. 
Mag. Daughter while they are gone, let us fall on 
our project. 
7a: For Courtly carriage and behaviour. 
Mag. ] long tolee this French young ſchoolmilcrels. 


he Damaſin do you call her ? 


ga. The Damoiſelle, Ile wait on you. Exit. 


The Damoiſelle. 


— 


e 


7 . Me , : . 8 
A Rabble of rude Felicwes pulling in Wat af 
ter them, Valentine, Oliver, Ambroſe, 


Phillis. 


wh 


Wat. OU Rogues, Slaves, Villaines, will you 
murther me ? 
Rab. To the Pump with him: To the Pump, to the 
Pump. 
Val. Prithee beat ofi the Curs. 
R 46. No, to the Thames, the Thames. 
Phil, Why do you uſe the man (0? Is he not a 
Chriſtian. 
Or is he not Chriſten'd enough think you, that you 
would dip him? | 
Ol. Pray Gentlemen forbeare : It is thought fit, 
Upon requeſt made by a Noble Friend, 
Fayouring his Perſon, not his quality ; 
That for this time the Pandar be diſmis'd. 
So all depart in peace. 


Enter Rabble. 


Rab. Away, away, lets go then. : | 
1. A Noble Friend ! Pox of his Noble Friendſhip. 


He has ſpoyl'd our ſport. O ! how we would a'ſous'd 
him ? | 
O01, Now, Mr. Hackney-man, if you have ſo much 
grace. 


Render due thanks. 
Vat. 


* 


ou 


YA 
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The Damoiſelle. 


Wat. I thank you Gentlemen. 
Phil. 1 thank you for him too. 
Ol. On both your Knees, unleſs you hold it better 
To kneele yet to the Pump: which you had done, 
My moſt officious Pimp, had not his pity 
Pre vayl'd againſt our Juſtice, 
Val. So, ariſe; enough, enough. 
Amb. Troth tis a ſhame be ſhould get off ſo-eali'y ; 
Let him be yet but duck'd, or ſhew'd the way 
Over the Garden Wall into the Thames. 
Val. Good Ambroſe, be not ſo ſevere; who knowes 
What need we may of him? We are all 
Fleſh and blood Ambroſe. 
Phil. Thou art a Wag I Warrant thee, 
Amb. Are not you married ? 
Val. Miſs, twas (0 late, 1 had almoſt forgotten it. 
Amb. No, tis ſo late you ha' not yet forgot 
Some Othce he has done you in his way. 
O. Didſt ever pimp for him? Proteſt by what thou 
fear it moſt. 
Wat. No, as I hope to eſcape this Gentlemans fury, 
Amb. Go, get the hence, infufferable Villaine. 
J could een kick thee into twenty peeces, | He kiche 
And ſend thee to thy Miſter, for my ſtake Wat. J 
Soon, at bis Rifling. 
Think whilſt thou liv'ſt what tis to be a Pandar.— 
A Pandar, -- Pandar - there's jor your remembrance. 
7 He rick him I 
Val. Enough. Amb. This touch, & 1 have done: 
Val. Away 
Phil. Pray let him go, Ile ſchoole him ¶ Exexze War 
for it. Phillis. J 
Val. This may work good upon the Raſcall, if he 
Have but humanity, although no grace. 
Ol. We have diſcovered the great Rifling Vl. 


3 


We 


The Damoiſelle. 


We know the Jewell now; therich Comodity. 

Val. And think you have done wondrous wiſely ; do 
: 4: You not?: | ; 

To ſneak before me thither. 1 know all 

You have diſcovex'd ; and how far you are 

Miſtaken in the old man and his Daughter. 

All shall be plaine to you ſoon, Walk off alittle. 

ol. Well leave you till anon we meet at the Ordina- 
N | L Exit. Ol. Amb. J 


Enter Vermine — Amphilus Bumpſey. 


Amp. Iproteſt, Gentlemen, I have not droun d 
ſorrow © | el 
With ſo much merry- go-down, theſe three halfe years, 
Bump. As wy your part of three halfe pintes of 
"+ | K+ 5 
We had no more amongſt us. 
Amp. How much was that a peece think you? 
Per. It was enough to ſhery his Prodigality. 
In over-waſtfull Coſt. You were not wont 
To be a Boordſend-King; a pay-all ina Tavern. 
| Bum, But now I love to do theſe things, 
Amp. — if you could bedrawn to the ducking- 
„ Pond, | 
To joynyour Groat ſometimes with me; or two- pence, 
There were a Recreation indeed : 
That Peerleſſe: Princcly ſport, that undoes no man: 
Though cheating there ; and rooking be as free 
As there is ſquare play at the Ordinaries. 
Bum. Well the point is: My ſwaggering Son- in- 
$5 5% Law, | E ? = ; | 
Appointed to be here among the Trees. 
My Daughter told me ſo: Walk here-abont. 
If he can give light of your light, hee'd chide. 


} © 


Well 
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The Damoiſelle. 


Well try what may be done. Ile but ſtep up 

Into Ram- Alley-Sant!nary, to Debtor, 

That praies and watches there for a Protection; 

And preſently return to you: - Exit, 
Amp. Lat it be ſo ; ſlid the old angry man! 


Enter Brockeall. 


He'll croſs us if he ſee us walke this [ Exit Amp. Ver- 
way. mine. ] 
Broo, Theſe walks afford to miſerable man, 
Undone by Suits, leave, yet, to fit, or go, 
Though in a ragged one; and look upon 
The Giants, that over-threw him: Though L Lawyers 
they ſtrur and others 
And are ſwolne bigger by his emptineſs. paſs over 
Twas here, that we appointed, further the Stage. 
meeting, 
The two houres reſpited are almoſt run: 
And he engag'd his honour in ſuch tearmes, 


As I preſume he'll come. Honour! From whence 


Can he derive that Princely attribute, 

V Vhoſe Father has deſcended to a Villany ? 
His houſe was Noble though: and this young man 
Had a right virtuous Mother, whom I lov'd, 
Intirely lov'd : and was in Competition 

For marriage with her; when high Providence 
Allotted her to him; who ſince her Death, 
Defam'd my Siſter, and diſgrac'd our houſe. 
My quarrell is not good againſt his Son 

For that: But for my Boy! His doubt full talk 
Of him diſtracts me. 


E 4 Eater 


The Damoiſelle. 


Enter Vermine, and Amphilus. 


See the Vermine, E 

That hath devoured me living, His Aſꝑect 

Addes to my Paſſion ſuch a bitterneſs, 

Thar turnes me all to gall. I muſt avoid him, Exit. 
eAmb. Introth Father - in- Law that ſhould ha been, 

or that 

May be yet (come, who knowes what luck we may 
have, | | 

Though the dancing Planets have cut croſs Capers over 

Out heads.) I like this old fellows humour of cheating 
up 

The heart well! And would I were loſt too, after my 

. Mare, 

My Dog and your Daughter: If this warm Sack has 
not 

Kindled a deſire in me to play the good fellow, ſo it 
might 

Be of free coſt, to drown theſe dry remembrances, 


Exter Valentine, þ 


See, one of the jeerert. Is this he, that ſtole the marriage? 

Ver. Ves, and perhaps my Daughter too. His Father's 

one 
Nowy, and Iknow not how to queſtion him. 
Amp. Let me alone to queſtion him, Did you ſee 
this Gentleman's 
Daughter, ſir, my Wife, that ſhould have been ? 
al. Since when, fic. 

Amp. Since ſne was ſtolne away, ſic, It were good 
You would let us have her again ; andquickly too, 
Ere ſhe be worſe for wearing, as we ſay. 
| * * ral 


ce 


od 
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The Damoiſelle. 


Val. Old Brooball is not come yet. 

Amp. V Vill you anſuer me? 

Val. You are a buly foole. 

Amp. I am ſatisfied, He knowes nothing? 

Val. You lye, Sir. 

Amp. Ithink I do. Tou know nothing of her I mean, 

Sir. 

Val. You lye again, Sir, 

Amp. I think I do again, Sir. Pray be not ſo terrible; 
Examine him your ſelfe, if it pleaſe you. 


Enter Brookall. 


Broo. VVere his eyes Baſiliskes; or did he beare 
Upon his helliſh Countenance the faces 
Of all the Furies (that no doubt attend him) 
Ile ſhun no place for him. Are they acquainted ? 
O moſt prodigious ! | 
Ver. V Vhat do you know, Sir, of my Daughter, Ibe- 
ſeech you ? 
Val. That ſhe has a wretch , a miſerable Caitiff 
Unto her Father, 
Broo. How is that aßde. J 
Dal. A villain that has ſcrap'd up by oppreſſion 


Law- ſtrife and Per jury, a Dowry for her, 


So mixt with cutſes, that it would conſume 
An Earles Eſtate to match with it and her. 
And leave him curs d in his Poſterity. 
Amp. How bleſt was ] to miſs her ! 
Broo. Can he ſpeak thus to him > [. aſide, ] 
Der. Dar ftthou confront me thus > 
Da Dai*ſt thou yet keep a Groat of thine extorted 
Wealth, 
And ſeeſt what Judgments fall one thee already? 
Can all thy Gold redeem thy good opinion, * 
0 


The Damoiſelle. 
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A Rabble of rude Felle wet pulling in Wat af 
ter them, Valentine, Oliver, Ambroſe, 


Phillis. 


Wat. YO U Rogues, Slaves, Villaines, will you 
murther me ? 
Rab. To the Pump with him: To the Pump, to the 
Pump. | 
Fai. Prüt hee beat off the Care. 
R 46. No, to the Thames, the Thames. 
Phil, Why do you uſe the man (0? Is he not a 
Chriſtian. 
Or is he not Chriſten'd enough think you, that you 
would dip bim? | 
Ol. Pray Gentlemen forbeare : It is thought fit, 
Upon requeſt made by a Noble Friend, 
Fayouring his Perſon, not his quality; 
Thar for this time the Pandar be diſmis'd. 
So all depart in peace. 


Enter Rabble. 


Rab. Away, away, lets go then. ; | 
1. A Noble Friend ! Pox of his Noble Friendfhip. 
Hie has ſpoyl'd our ſport. O] how we would a ſous d 
him ? | 
01, Now, Mr. Hackney-man, if you have ſo much 
grace. 


> (OO *» kd 
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Render due thanks. 
| Vat, 


the 


Ou 


The Damoiſelle. 


Wat. I thank you Gentlemen. 
Phil. 1 thank you for him too. 
01. On both your Knees, unleſs you hold it better 
To kneele yet to the Pump: which you had done, 
My moſt officious Pimp, had not his pity 
pre vayl'd againſt our Juſtice, 
Val. So, ariſe; enough, enough. 
Amb. Troth tis a ſhame be ſhould get off ſa eaſily; 
Let him be yet but duck'd, or ſhew'd the way 
Over the Garden Wall into the Thames. 
Val. Good Ambroſe, be not ſo ſevere ; who knowes 
What need we may of him ? Weare all 
Fleſh and blood Ambroſe. 
Phil. Thou art a Wag I warrant thee. 
Amb. Are not vou married ? 
Val. Maſs, twas (0 late, 1 had almoſt forgotten ic, 
Amb. Ny, tis ſo late you ha' not yet forgot 
Some Othce he has done you in his way. 
Ol. Didſt ever pimp for him Pcoteſt by what thou 
feat il moſt, 
Wat. No, as I hope to eſcape this Gentlemans fucy, 
Amb. Go, get the hence, infufferable Villaine, 
J could een kickthee into twenty peeces, |, He kiche 
And ſend thee to thy Miſter, for my ſtake Wat. J 


Soon, at bis Rifling. 


Think whilſt thou liv ſt what tis to be a Pandar.— 

A Pandar, -- Pandar -- there's for your remembrance.. 
| DL He kicks him. J 

Val. Enough, Amb. This touch, & I have done: 

Val. Away | 7 

Phil. Pray let him go, Ile ſchoole him ¶ Ex ut War 

for it. Phillis.J 

Val. This may work good upon the Raſcall, if he 

Have but humanity, although no grace. 


Ol. We have diſcovered the great Rifling Vl. 
ä | We 


The Damoiſelle. 
We know the Jewell now; the rich Comodity: 
Val. Andthink you have done wondrous wiſely ; do 
„ 52 
To ſneak before me thither. 1 know all 
You have diſcover d; and how far you are 
Miſtaken in the old man and his Daughter. 
. All hall be plaine to you ſoon, Walk off alittle. 
Ol. We'll leave you till anon we meer at the Ordina- 
EF, RED Exit. Ol. Amb. J 


Enter Vermine — Amphilus Bumpſey. 


eAmp. Iproteſt, Gentlemen, I have not drown'd 


. = - 


foro ö | 
With ſo much merry- go-down, theſe three halfe years. 


Bump. As with your part of three halfe pintes of 


7 ck. . 
We had no more amongſt us. 
Amp. How much was that a peece think you? 
Fer. It was enough to ſhew his Prodigality. 
In over · waſtfull Coſt. You were not wont 
To be a Boordſend-King; a pay-all ina Tavern. 
Bum. But now I love to do theſe things, 
Amp. Now if you could bedrawn to the ducking- 
is, Pond. ar 
To joyn your Groat ſometimes with me; or two-pence, 
There were a Recreation indeed : | , 
That Peerleſſe Princely ſport, that undoes no man: 
Though cheating there ; and rooking be as free 
As there is ſquare play at the Ordinaries. 
Zum. Well the point is: My ſwaggering Sor-in- 
645 law, ©: TT OY {bi 


Appointed to be here among the Trees. 
My Daughter told me ſo: Walk here - about. 
F he can give light of your light, hee'd chide. . 


x 
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* The Damoiſelle.. 


Well try what — be done. Ile but ſtep up 

Into Ram-Aliey- Jau lluary, to Deb tor, : 

That praies and watches there for a Protection; 

And preſently return to you: —— Exit 
Amp. Lat it, be fo ; "ſlid the old angry man! 


Enter Brookeall. 
He'll croſs us if he ſee us walke this [ Exit Amp. Ver- 


Broo, Theſe walks afford to miſerable man, 
Uadone by Suits, leave, yet, to ſit, or go, 
Though in a tagged one; and look upon 
The Giants, that over-threw him : Though [' Lawyers 
they ſtrut and others 


| And are ſwolne bigger by his emptineſs. paſs over 
Twas here, that we appointed, further rhe Stagt.] 


meeting, 
The two houres reſpited are almoſt tun: 
And he engag'd his honour in ſuch tearmes, 


As I preſume he'll come. Honour ! From whence 


Can he derive that Princely attribute, 


| VVhoſe Father has deſcended to a Villany ? 


His houſe was Noble though: and this young man 
Had a right vittuous Mother, hom I lov'd, 
Intirely lov'd : and was in Competition 

For marriage with her ; when high Providence 
Allotted her to him; who fince her Death, 

Defam'd my Siſter, and diſgrac'd our houſe. 

My quarrell is not good againſt his Son 

For that : But for my Boy l His doubt full calk 

Of him diſtracts me. 


E 4 Enter 
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Enter Vermine, and Amphilas 


See the Vermine, 
That hath devoured me living, His Aſpe - 
Addes to my Paſſion ſuch a bitterneſs, + 
That turnes me all to gall. I muſt avoid him, Exit. 
Amb. Introth Father-in-Law that ſhould ha been, 
or that 


May be yet (come, who knowes what lack we may] 


Ibo the dancing Planets have cut croſs Capers over 
Out heads.) I like this old fellows humour of cheating 
The heart well! And would I were loſt too, after my 
12 and your Daughter: If this warm Sack has 
Kindled a deſire in meto play the good fellow, ſo it 
Mr pe coſt, to drown theſe dry remembrances, 


Ester Valentine. -þ 


See one of the jeerers,Is this he, that ſtole the marriage? 


Ver. Ves, and perhaps my Daughter too. His Father's 
one 
Now, — Iknow not how to queſtion him. | 
Amp. Let me alone to queſtion him, Did you ſee 
this Gentleman's 
Daughter, fir, my Wife, that ſhould have been 
Val. Since when, fir . 
Amp. Since ſhe was ſtolne away, fir. It were good 
You would let us have her again ; andquickly too, 
ov ſhe be worſe for eating, as we fay. 


; Fal. 


„ —— 
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The Damoiſelle. 

Val. Old Brookall is not come yet. "1 

Amp. VVill you 2n{wer me? 

Val. You are a buſy foole. 

Amp. I am ſatisfied, He knowes nothing? 

Val. You lye, Sir. 

Amp. Ithink I do. Tou know nothing of her I mean, 
Sir. 

Val. You lye again, Sir. | 

Amp. I think I do again, Sir, Pray be not ſo terrible; 

Examine him your ſelfe, if it pleaſe you. 


Enter Brookall: 


Broo, VVere his eyes Baſiliskes ; or did he beare 
Upon his helliſh Countenance the faces 
Of all the Furies (that no doubt attend him) 
Ile ſhun no place for him. Are they acquainted ? 
O moſt prodigious ! . 
Ver. VVhat do you know, Sir, of my Daughter, Ibe- 
ſeech you ? 
Val. That ſhe has 'a wretch , a miſerable Caitiff 
Unto her Father, a 
Broo. How is that abae. J 
Dal. A villain that has ſcrap'd up by opprteſſion 
, Law-ſtrife and Perjury, a Dowry for her, 
So mixt with curſes, that it would conſume 
An Earles Eſtate. to match with it and her. 
And leave him curs'd in his Poſterity. 
Amp. —— _ was ] to miſs her 
Broo. Can he ſpeak thus to him aſide. 
Der. Dar thou confront me thus ? : F , 
Dal. Dai*ſt thou yet keep a Groat of thine extorted 
Wealth, 
And ſeeſt what Judgments fall one thee already? 
Can all thy Gold redeem thy good opinion, 


The Damoiſthe, 
To thine owne Son ? Aud though thou wouldlt no 
give | 
In caſe he wanted it ) to ſave his life, 
Hangmans Fee, much leſſe a Judges chanks, 
/ on price of a Lords Letter co reprieve him; 
Yet may this Son ſurvive thee; and hourely he 
Unto thy laſt houre, thine Affliction be. 
Amp. O happy condition of a Batchelor 
Bros. Ilike this well in the young man* — [| aſf6de,] 
Vier. How can you ſay you know this? N 
Val. Prethee how can't be otherwiſe? ä 
Hadſt thou a vertuous Childe (as here and there, 
Some Mothers win a ſoule) it would be taken 
Dead or alive from thee; unto thy greife roo, 
To ſcape the curſe might come with a Childs part 
Of thins illi got eſtate : thats thy Daughters caſe. 
Ver. Oh 
Brro. Brave young fellow ! 
9 Val. But ſnew me where an evill Off- ſpring has not 
V Surviv'd to ſpurn the duſt of ſuch a Father; 
Aud ſewdly waſt in one or two deſcents 
( Unto their own deſtruction) what was purchaſed 
"At price of ſoules departed ? of 
Vier. Will you vouchſafe to leave me? 
Amp. Pretty odd Doctrine, this! + : - 
Val. I have not done w yee yet. 
What corrupt Lawyer, or ufurious Citizen, 
Oppteſſing Landlord, or unrighteous Judge, 
But leaves the World with horror? and their wealth, 
_ C By rÞ ine forc d from the oppreſſed Poor ) 
Io Heires, that ( having turnd their Sites to th Devil) 
Tutne Idiots, Lunatichs, Prodigals, or Strhmpets ? 
Call wanting either wit, or will, coſave 
Their fatall Portions from the Gulfe of Law. 
Pride, Ryot, Surfers, Dice, and Luxury, 


Till] 


ill 


The Damoiſelle. 


Till Beggary, or diſeaſes turnes them after ? 
' Ver, Ha' you done yet? 
Fal. A word or two foruſe; and ſo an end. 
Broo. Not ſo: It muſt he amplified a lirtle further, 
Ver. Torment and death! Is he come? Let me go; 
Amp. Nay pray Sir heare them; though you pros 
fit not; 
I may perhaps. Methinks it edifies, 
' Broo, You ſayd, and you fayd well; His tainted 8 
wealth, 
Got by. corruption, kept by niggardiſe. 
Muſt flye as ill, through _ and Riot: 
Ladd, that they who get it ſo, (hall leave it, 
To run at the like waſte through their ſucceſſion 
Even to the Worlds end: tis not one age, 
Though ſpent in prayers, can expiate the wrong 
Such an eſtate was gotten by, though the eſtate 
Be, to a doyr, ſpent with it : But it ſhall 
Fly like a fatall ſcourge, through hand to hand: 4 
Through Age to Age, lrighted by Orphans crys, 9 
And Widows tears , the groanes and Lamentations, 
Of oppreſſed Priſoners, mingled with the curſes 
Of hunger-bitten Labourers, whoſe very ſweat 
Thou robſt them of : this charming noiſe is up 
Of many ſad, ſome mad afflicted wretches, _ 
Whoſe marrow thou haſt ſuck'd ; and from whoſe 
bowels, "(4 
The nouriſhment was cruſhd that fed thee, and G 
That ravenous Wolfe, thy gonſcience. | 
Ver. I ſha/itrounce you. 


Enter Bumpſey. 


Zum. What's bere? Wortying of Hermine: 
Bro, This noyſe, I ſay, of bideous cryes and curſes, 


That 


The Damoiſelle. 
That follows thine eſtate, will not be layd 
In thy deare life time; nor in theirs, the ſtrangers, 
That muſt be curs'd wich the diviſion 
Of it, when thou art gone: But, ſtill; ic (hall 
Purſue, to all ſucceeding times, all thoſe, 
That entertaine leaſt parcels of thy money, 
When they ſhall finde at beſt, it can but buy 
Diſgrace, diſeaſes, overthrows at Law, 
And ſuch deare puniſhments ; untill; at laſt, 
All hands, affrighted with the touch of it, 
Shall let it fall to earth; where it (hall ſinke 
And run into a veyne of Ore, ſhall reach ------- 
To Hell. And they, that ſhall, hereafter, dig it, 
Hundreds of Ages hence, muſt all compound 
O With the grand Lord o'ch Soyle, the Devill, fort. 
| Amp. So they make hot Purchaſes ! 

Broo, Now Sir, you may inſtruc the Uurer, to 

make uſe - 
Of all be has beard, while I avoyd his ſight; 
Heavenknows I am fick on't : you forget me Sir. 

Val. Feare not: Iwill not fayle you. 

Bum. No: lle deliver him t he uſe of all. 

Ver. Oh the variety of my vexation ------ 

Zum . And all is this ( as I advis'd before.) 
Spend all your felfe, and ſave your Heires the ſin; 
The ſhame, the ſorrows, and the puniſhments, 

That are joynt- heritable with your wealth: 
As very learnedly hath been related. 
And there's the point, and the whole ſubſtance ont. 
Ver. Beſtow your Subſtance ſo Sir, if you like it. 

Bump. Sir, my condition runs another way. 

To the ſame end perhaps ; following my Leader, here. 

Amp. Your Son in Law? Truſt me, a moſt fine man: 
And, if his life be anſwerable to his Doctrine, 

Tis like heele lead you to a faire end of all. 
3 Doubtleſſe 


The Damoiſelle. 
Doubtleſſe he is a fine young Man indeed. 
A proper teacher and an edifying. 
Bump. Come Sir; lead on, I heare you are provided 
Five hundred thick for this free nights adventure. 
Val. Iam Sir, here it is. 
Bump. I am ſo too Sir. | 
And here it is: And here it is, and here and there, and 
here it is. 
Amp. O brave old man. 
Bump. Ile make one w'ye at your new Ordinary, 
They lay tis excellent. 
Val. For rarity and plenty, 
There's no ſuch Penſion in all this City. 
Amp. And all for nothing ? 
Val. For leſſe then kiſſe your Hoſteſſe. 
Amp. And is there delicate Wine too ? I muſt thither? 
Val. The flowre of France, and quinteſſence of Spain 
Flow like a Spring-tyde through the Houle. 
eAmp. O rare! 
And all for nothing ? 
Bump. Hang nothing. Be it as twill, 
Iam for any thing ; and as well provided, 
As you, or any the beſt Gameſter there. 
Ver. Sir. | 
Bam. I love to do theſe things, But firſt, pray tel me 
Can you tell tale or tydings of his Daughter here? 
Val. Not of his Daughter : But 1 heard his Son 
Was freed, this day, from Priſon, 
Ver. How, how, how ? 


Enter Brookall, Phillis: 


Bro". Yonder he is, ſtill, buſie. 
Phil. Ile among *em. Walke you back a little, 
And, get I any money, Ile lend t hee ſome, 


Val. 


he Damoiſe 


Pal. tle tell you how, Some freind has paid his debt, 


The Action is diſchargd ; and he's releas d. 
Ver. You practiſe my abuſe. Tis not it man, 
To do me ſuch à miſcheiſe. 
Amp. Away Girle. 
. Phil. Thou art as hard, asthis dry cruſt, here, was. 
But he is better minded now, I hope: 
Now, old man I am (ure thou art for me, 
Thou curſedſt me before, but now thou wilt 
Bleſſe me, I hope, and not without a Croſſe 
Of a faire Silver Sixpence. 
Ver. Hence you Harlot. 


Phil. Nay look you, if 1 could ford i, thioke you | 


Ide make two words w'ye : tis but a fixpenny maitet 
Between us; why will you be fo hard: tis but 
So little leſſe left among all eby Children ;. 
And Ite bate it chem in their prayers for thee, 
Though I be at the trouble, my ſelfe, to do it. 
Val. Troth, ſhe begs prettily. Imuſt give her ſome- 
thing. 
Here Wench. , 
Zum. What is it, J will fee it. 
Phil · Tis a good Shilling,and a vie; will you fee” c Sir? 
Bam, Look you, tis cover'd. 
Phil Gentlemen, will you come in? will you vie it ? 
Amp. No we deny it» 
Phil. You may revye it then, if you pleaſe. They 
come not in to binde it. 
Val. Will you come in againe Sir? 
Bum Sir, after you, and't be to my laſt ſixpence. 
I will keep Covenant Wye. 
Val. A ſhilling more on that. 
Bum, Done Sir: there tis. | 
Phil. Why, thele are LAds of bounty ! Have you 
any minde "ou Gentlemen? 
Ver. 
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Ver. What, to be Bankrupts ? emen 
Phil. Troth, thou wouldſt feare as much, ſhbuldff 
| thou but break 
Thy Porredge Pipkin. 
Val. Prithee what's thy name? | 
Phil. Nell, my Mother calls me, J nere knew Sire, 
nor Godſire. ; 
Val. Nell? | 
Phil. Yes: And tis as bonny a Beggars name, as ever 
came from beyond Trent. 
Val. This Girle, methinks, howere neceſſitated 
Into this courſe, declares ſhe has a ſpirit 
Of no groſſe ayre : And F dare think her Blood, 
Although, perhaps, of ſome unlawfull mixture, 
Deriv'd from Noble veines. One may perceive 
Much in her Language, in her Looks,and Geſture, 
That pleads, methinks, a duty above pitty, 
To take her from this way, wherein ſhe wanders 
So farr from the intent of her Creation. : 
Bump. Your meaning is, you would buy her ont of 
her Calling, 
Is it not ſo ? 
Val. Ten Peices ] would give 
Towards a new one for her. 
Bump. Here's ten more 
To bind you quite from begging. Can you afford ie? 
If yes, accept it. And let's ſee your back. | 
Phil. J make no Curtſies, nor ſend thanks that way. 
No, Ile be forwards in them. May my thanks and prayers 
Multiply years and bleflings on your heads. 
And when I beg againe, may Bead les take 
Advantage on my back, and'laſh the skin off, 
So Heaven be ever with you -«------ | 
Val. Stay. Who would not have giyen this Money ? 
Gentlemen, | 1 
p Doft 


e # 


Doſt not move you to give a packing penny? 

Phil. Nor move you them for me. ] ſhould, now, 
feare 

One of their ill-got pence, here mingled, would 

Corrupt and overthrow my righteous Fortune. 


*Amp. Ovillanous Vixen. 

Ver. Each minute of this day augments my torment, 
Net] have coold it with ſome patience; 

Attending Sir your anſwer. 

Val. For your ſon. 

Ver. ] have no Son. ] aske you for my Daughter. 

Val. Be this your pennance for your misbeleife, 
Hye you to the Compter: if you finde not there 
Your ſon; meet me an hour hence at my Fathers, 

Ile tell yon news of him; and he perhaps 

May tell you of his Siſter. This deſerves 

A fee. Your abſence pays it me. Go quickly, 
We have ſome buſineſſe : And your ſtay will but 
Make the Scene tedious. | 

Ver, Weel go. Wilc pleaſe you ? 

Amp. Tes: we will off in Rhime. There is no doubt, 
It Warze not A Compter, he is out. 
Exit Ver. Amp. 

Bump. Now, what's the next vagary ? 

Val. ' Onely this Sir, 

You have playd at {mall Game with me. Now there is 
A greater tryall of my Love and Bounty, 

Inſtantly to be made. A Gentleman, 

I ſtay too long) an intimate Freind's arreſted, 

But for two hundred pound on execution: 

Will you joyne Charity to fetch him off 2 | 

Bump. I would t had been thine owne caſe tro 

dayes fince; - | 
One of your fine Companions, ſome poor Shark ? 
Ha, 


1 


Exit Phil. 
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Th» Dane! 
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Ha, iſt not fo?  _ 1 
| Vat. will you be pleasd to ſee him? 
Bump, Jam halfe ſick of this Condition] 

Ido begin, not altogether, now, 
To love theſe things fo well methinks. Hamh ha ! 
Dal. Nay, if you go not chearfully ---+-- 


1 


Bump, Les: Igo. Errunt ambe- 
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24 CT. IV. Scene II. 
Brookall, Phillis, 


Broo; FNOod Childe,thy tale is pittifull; yet it ſorts 
So with the fell condition of my Fortune; 

That ] crave more of it. | 

—  ; Rs 

Diſcourfe of ſorrow, but to bring you comforts 

VVill you yet have a Crowne? | 

. Bros. | prithee keep | 3 

Thy Money Child; and forwards with thy ſtory: 

Thou ſaydſt thy Mother wasa Gentle woman. 

Phil. Ile give you reaſon. 2 tan remember: 

Shee never did a wrong, though ſuffered much; 

Nor the leaſt unjuſt thing: No, — * poverty 

And care of me have pinch d her very bowels, 

Shee knew not how to {eek anothers good, 

So mucli as by requeſt. Shee never durſt borrow, 

For feare to come ſo neer the danger of 

A promiſe-breach : And, for baſe ends, to lye | 

Shee holdsit ſaeriledge · Ifaith ſhe jerk'd + 

That humour ont of me; for ] was given 

(Itell you a6 a Freind ) a litele tot. 


5 1 


The Damoiſeue. 
It came ſure by the Father. God forgive him: 
Broo. Thou ſaydſt, thou thought, thy Father was 
2 Knight. b 
How thinkſt thou he could lye then, ro abuſe ; 
A Virgine of that goodneſſe, as it ſeemes - 
Shee, that by him became thy Mother, was. k 
Phil. The De vill, ſure, was powerfull with him then. I 
Nor do you hear me ſay. all Gentlefolkes 
Are of one mince. Alaſſe they could not live 
One by another then. f 
Broo. Peace, ſtay a little: 
How came thy Mother to decline her ſ pirit 
So low, as thus to ſutter thee to beg: 
Phil. Vertue goes often wet- ſhod, and is faine 
To coble it ſelfe up to hold out water 
And cold neceſſity: But ſure, the quality 
Came to me by the Fathers ſide too: For 
Tis a more commendable, and Court ly practiſe 
To beg, then ſteale. He was perhaps, a Courtier. 
J rather would be rob'd of all] have, 
Then ſteale one farthing. 
Broo. Thou ſay'ſt thy Mother never would reveale 
To thee, or any one, her Birth, or Fortune. 
Anſwer me, prethee, how doſt thou collect | 
Th' had@ ſuch a Father ? Oc that he has thus 
Wrong d thy poore Mother, by not marrying her? By 
Phil. Now you come to me indeed old man: How If 
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now, 1 

What do you weep? lis 
Broo, The ſharpneſs of the Aire | We 
Strikes on mine eyes a little. Prethee ſay. t 


Phil. | firſt, as fain would know the hidden cauſe 
That works this aptneſs in me, ro diſcover | 
My Mother and my ſelfe to you. I know not 
How to look off o-you, Laith you weep, 


6 
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I have heard ſome talk of naturall inſtinct, 
But know not what it is. Pray can you tell me? 


Oc any like reaſon, why ] ſhould 
Thus doat, and hang about you? Or tell me this, 


They cannot all be rich, there are ſo many. 
Broo, Oh my heart! | 
Phil. Yea, are your Conſcience-ſtrack ? 
Have at you for a father then: And yet 
Me-thinks you are more old in goodnels, then 
To be, ſo late, ſo'wicked ; as to wrong 
A woman of her ſweetneſs. Yet Ile try you. 
Here is a long-kept Paper, This is all 
That ere I gathered of my Mothers wrong, 
And of my Fathers cruelty, and condition. bs 
It ſeemes this was his hand, and ruthfull farewell, 
He turn'd her off withall. See, if you know it. 
More then a thouſand times I have obſerv'd her 
Weep o'ce that Paper; ever carefull, though, 
Her teares might not deface it. If by chance, 
As when thoſe teares prevented had her ſight, 
Some ſoft ones did on that hard Sentence light, 
Her Lips took off the Treſpaſs of her Eye; 
And her hot Sighes reſtor'd the Paper dry. 


For the loſt Ladyſhip m promis'd her, 
2 


Broo. This comes ſo neer a Miracle; that my faith 
frare is ſtaggering. How got ſt, thou this paper ? 
Phil. I ſtole it from my Mother, (and in Troth 

lis all that ere I ſtole) becauſe ſhe ſhould not 


Weep out her eyes apon't. Ido not love, 


though I am a beggar, to lead blind folks. 
Do you not find there, that he is a Knight, 
ſhough he ſubſcribes no name ? He tells her there, 
nd tauntingly, he knowess ſhe is more ſorry 


Then 


Have you not been of better, Fortune? Are not you 
Some decayed Knight ? Be not aſham d, but tell me. 


| The Damoiſelle. 
Then for her Maiden-bead. Let me heare you read it. 
Broo, Mine eyes, are now, too full indeed; I cannot. 


ſing ? 
If you bee, ſpeak. 


Ot any of your Race, or hers, ſhould ſee her, 
Whilſt ſhe has breath. Yer I will undertake 
To prattle you both good friends. | 

Aud you ſhall have my Mammy, 
And- ſhe ſhall. have ber Nel (t hat's J.) 
The man ſhall have his Mare againe , 
And all ſhall:be well. How do you? 
Bros, Prethee forbeare me good wench but a little. 


E »ter Valentine. 


Val. I have kept my time you ſee ; and ſhall not faile 
In any Circumſtance. Here are two Swords, 
Pray take your choice. Ihave beſpoke a Boat 
Shall land us ore the water, where you pleaſe; 
Thongh, I Proteſt, I yet would beg your Love, 
Next to my Naturall Fathers, 
Broo. This I feat d. 
And charg d the plain way. But't ſhall not ſerve. 
Val. You took my part of late, againſt old Vermin 
Broo.Prethee who would not? This is anothet caſe 
Val. Why, ifthere be no remedy, pray accept 
Your forty pounds. The money, Sir, may ſtead yon 
For your eſcape, when you have ta'ne my Life. 


h not worth it, | 
Dal. Tis your own money; ſent you by your Son. 
Bros. How know Ithat ? Or that I have a Son 

By thee unmurther d. 
| Val 


Phil. Are you the man then, whom I muſt ask bleſ. |. 


e my Mother, * * 
Thongh, I dare \w he had rather dye, then you, | 


Broo. Your money 'wow'ld hang me, Sir. Your lifes | 
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Conſtruction of my Father. , 


' The Damoiſelle. 
Val. Itold you of a Letter I had miſlaid : 
Look you. Do you know his hand ? | 


Val. Was ever given Gold fo weigh'd, and try'd ? 
| * Lawyer, Nay, what Judge would be ſo ſcrupu- 
ous ? | 
No want corrupts good Conſcience : Nor exceſs 
Allaies in bad, the. thirſt of Cov'touſneſs. | | | 
Phil, What do you think, Sir? 
Val. I think you beg again, and would be whip. 
Phil. I fecks, I do not beg; but came to offer 
This 3 old man ſome of my infinite fortune 
Found in your lucky money: Lucky indeed; 
For Ihave found a Father by c. I vow 
I think my Father. I'ſt not a fine old man? 
I ſhall know more anon. 
Val. Her money, ſure, 
Has made her Mad : How do you finde it, Sir? 
Broo, My wonder now, is, how thou canſt be Son 
Of ſuch a Father ! Thou art honeſt ſure. 
Here is your Sword, I will accept the money. 
Dal. Then I ſhall live, and ſo may want the money. 
Will you forbeare it for a day or two: 
Byoo, Yout Sword again. 
Now, I profeſs to you, I have preſent need on't, 
And am as ſtrict, Sir, for my right, as / 
Before was to decline it. 
Dal. Pray, Sir, take it; 
And give me leave to beg your charitable 


Broo, Now is that? 
Dal. Did you but know the care, the coſt, and tra- 
vell ; 
He has been at a thouſa nd waies, to finde 
Your 


_. The Damoiſelle. 
Your injur'd Siſter, to make good his faule, 
If poſſibly he might 

Broo. O fie, O fie ! 
Val. Till all Opinion gave her dead; and then 

The meanes he has ſought to do you Offices 
Againſt your knowledge. For he knew your Spirit 
Would not except of his benevolence. — | 

Broo. Read that, and gueſſe whoſe deed tis. Stand 
off Girle. | 
Phil. Yes forſooth Father, I ſtall learn in time, 
Ile call him Father till he findes me another, 
J know he could not ſhed thoſe teares for nothing. 
Dl. Bat does ſhe lire, to whom this was directed: 
Broo. Speak low : is that your Fathers hand: 
Dal. It is. 8 
Broo, Along with me then, Girle, lead you the way, 
Phil, Anan forſooth Father, | 
Broo, Shew us to your Mother. 
Phil. Shall he go too? What will the Neighbours 
think? | 
| There's none but Beggars all about us. Ods fo, 
There'll be a ſhow indeed. 
Da, No matter. Will you go? 
Phil. Sir, they will hale you to peeces. 
Dal. Will you deny me > n 
Phil. How ſhall Ianſwei't to my Mother? She 
Ne ver ſaw man, nor has been ſeen by man, 
That I know, in my life. 
Dal. No matter : Will you on? 
Broo, Ile ſave thee. blameleſſe. 
Phil. Troth Ile venter, === Exe unt Oes. 
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el (, 1. V. Scene |. 


Frances, Magdalen, Jane, Alice. 


» 


Wine 0n a Table. 


Fra. Res bien venue Madames: 
You are yery welcome, 

Mag. Good lack And is it you, Mrs, Alice? Iſt 
poſſible : Are you come to learn Carriage 
too? I will make bold with tother Glaſſe of 
Wine. At a word, I like your French Carriage 
the better, that it allowes elder Women to 
drink VVine. 

Ali. They have no other drink, except water. And 
Maids are allowed but that. 

7a. And young wives ( they ſay ) wine with their 
Water. 

Mag. Mingle your Glaſſe, then, Daughter. This for 
me. Your father has ſo fought you Mrs. Alice. 

7a. My Father has miſt us too, by this time. 

Mag. But neither of em can dream French enough, 
to direR'em hither, J warrant you. And does 
ſhe learn the Carriages very well, Madam- 

filly? 

Fra. Madamoyſelle, ſi vous plaiſt. 

Mag. What do yee cal't? 1 ſhall never hit it. How 
do you finde your Schollar ? 

Fra. O, ſhe is very good. She learn very well. 

Mag. But how much carriage hath ſhe learnt ? Heark 

F 4 you - 


2 a * Damoiſelle. \ 
you Mrs. Alice. Have you not learnt to carry 
2 man? Has nota good Husband ſtolne yoy 
hither ? | 
Jean think waggishly I tell you: And an old Ape has 
nan old eye. Go to. | 
Ali. No ſuch matter, Mrs. Bumpſey. 
Fra: VVhat is that you ſay? 

Mag · Iask you how much carriage she bas learnt ? 
Fra. She come but dis day; And she carry both 
' © «the hands already. 

Mag. How ſay by that. I ſt poſſible > Can she carry 

dot her hands in one day? 

Fra. Ves, and before to morrow, she shall carry the 
foot as well. | | 

Mag. It ſeems, then, you teach handling before 

\ ;- footing in your French way. 

Fra. You may learn dat of de leetle Shild. De lee- 

tle Shild you ſee will handle de ting, before 

it can ſet one foot to de ground, Come, let me 
ſee you make a Reverance. EGS. 

Mag. Reverance | V Vhat's that? 

Fra. Tis dat you call a Curtſie. Let me fee you 
7 make Curtſie. | . | 7 a 

Mag. Look you heare then. 

Fra. O fee, fee · dat is de groſs englisb Douck, for 

de ſwagbuttock'd-wife of de Peſant. | 

Mag. How like yon this then ? There's a Reverence 

I warrant you. | 

Fra. Fee, dat is worſe, See how you carry de handy 

like de Comedies dat act de shangling. 

er dun Iever hit ont troe? I muſt take tother 


Als. Take heed the does not take too much. 
4. I hope she will not. But there's no croſſing her. 
Fre. Let me ſee your hands, 
ary Hap, 


* 


| 


The Damoiſelle. 
Mag. There they bee · They have been x little too ſa- 
miliar with Sea-coale fires, and much other 
courſe houſwifry, which ] ſhall utterly abhor, 
and waſh off, when ] have learnt to carry 
them Courtly. 
But ſhall J ever do it, think you 
Fra. — yes, and all your other parts and mem- 
ers. a 
Mag. I may winne my Husband to love mee Court- 
ly then. 
Fra. To love, and lye with you Courtly. 
Mag. That's but ſeldome, I doubt. 
Fra. You shall know all de waies to winne his Love, 
Or any mans, to multiply your honour. —— 
Mag.] will fo multiply then. 
Fra. Not onely in your looks, your ſmiles and ſweet 
Careſſes · | 
( Beſides the help of Painting) that adorn 
The face; But with the motion of each Lineament, 
Of the whole frame of your wel order'd body. 
An Eye, a Lip, a finger shall not move; 
A Toe trip unregarded, But your Gear 
And your whole gracefull Preſence shall attract, 
(Beyond affeRtion ) admiration : 
As Ile artifice you. 
Mag. Ile bea Nimph. Diana and her Dearlings; 
deare, deare, deare, &c. [fng. ] 
Bat may I paint, ſay you? 
Fra. O moſt allowably ; nay, commendably. 
Mag. Tother Glaſs for that. | 


Fra. Then for the Art of dreſſing, ſetting forrli 
Head, Face, Neck, Breaſt,; with which 1 williaſpice 
you, 
To cover, or diſcover any part — 
Vnto de beſt advantage, 


A 


* The Damoiſelle. 
Mag: That is to ſay, | 
To hide shame, or shew all : that's her meaning; 
Fra. You sball have no defect perceiv'd, no grace | 
. conceal, 

Mag. I am for the naked Neck and Shoulders; then. 
For (Itell — Miſtreſs) 1 have a white kin, 
ey a round ſtreight Neck: ſmooth and plump Shoul- 

ers, 
Free from French Flea-bits, and never a wrinckle 
Neare'em, though I ſay t. 

Fre. Thas been ſuggeſted by inveRive men, 

Women, to juſtifie themſelves that way, 

Began that Fashion. As one tother ſide, 

The fazhion of mens Brow-locks was perhaps 
Devis'd out of neceſſity, to hide 

All il-grac'd forehead ; Or beſprinckled with 

The outward Symptomes of ſome inward griele. 
As, formerly the Saffron-ſteeped Linnen, 

By ſome great man found uſefull againſt Vermine, 
| Was ta'ne up fora fashionable wearing. 

Some Lord that was no Niggard of his Beauty, 
Might bring up narrow brims to publish it. 
Another, to obſcure his, or perhaps 

To hide defects thereot, might bzing up broad ones. 
As — 2 the ſtreight, neat timber'd Leg, 
Firſt wore the Troncks, and long Silk-hole : As likely 
The Baker-knees, or ſome ſtrange shamble shanks, 
Begat the Ancle-breeches. 

Mag. Sure the men | 
Took that conceit from ns. What woman shewes 
A Leg, that's not a good one? [ She ſhewes 4 

Fra, Theſe among men, are followed / adled leg.] 

for the fashions, : 
That were invented for thebetter grace, 
C our Attires ) to ſet off Limb, or face. 


Mag. 


ce 


n. 


l- 
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The Damoiſelle. 


Mag. Good lack ! What knowledge comes from 
forraigne parts? 


Enter Dryground, VVat. 


Dry. Iprethee Wat, have patience for an houre. 


u at. Not for a minute, Sir, Ile not be kick'd, 
And call'd baſe Pandar for your baſeneſs. 

Dry. Nay, look you Wat. 

Wat. And had almoſt been pump'd, 


And made a ſport for Water-men i'th Thames. 


Dry. But Heare me, Wat. | 
Wat. Ile heare my Father ſooner. ¶ Give me hence 
My Siſter ) were he a ravenous Beaſt, a Wolfe, 
J would obey him rather then trudge a foot 
Further in your baſe way. Heart ] am hip-ſhor, 
Dry. Now , would his Bodies paines convert his 
Soule, 
Twere a good work, 
wat. ] am in deſperate feare 
O'thꝰ Mourning of the Chine too with the kicks; 
And hunches they o're-laid mewith. O baſe! 
Without refiſtance. Give me hence my Siſter. 
Dry. But how was it my fault? 
Wat. Was not your project? 
7a. What may this mean ? 
Ali. No harm ] warrant you. 
Wat. Nay, it ſhall out. Your baſe inhumane Pro- 
ject, | Ns 
To ſell your Daughters Maiden-head. (I care not 
Who heares me, J.) And cunningly to make me 
Your Hackney- jade to fetch your Chapmen in. 
Mag. Where are we now? 
Ja. What did my Husband mean to wiſh: ns hither ? 
Wat. Baſeneſs! ] cannot call it bad enough, -- 


Pr 


$8 The Damoiſelle. 
Dry. You were as forward in it as my ſelfe, 
And wooed me you might have her without all faults; 

Wat. Mine eyes are opened now. 

Dry. But] beleive, 

They were almoſt beaten ont firſt. 
Wat. And ] vow 
Ece ] will marry ſo, Ile take à Beggar, 
And joyn in trade with her, though I get nothing 
But —- My name is Vermine already, ] 
Thank a good Father for't. 

Dry. A Beggar-wenches breed would propagate 
Your name moſt numerouſly. | 

Fat, Much better then your Sale - ware, and more 

_ | 
J think I ſaw her to day muſt be the woman, 
Good Madame polcat, the trim Schoole-miſtriſs. 
Ile make bold with your Schollar. What ! you have 
more. | 
Ile carry her and ber Virginity 
Unto ſome fitter place of Execution, 

Ali. You brought me hither, Sir, and here Ile ſtay. 

Fat. What l in a Bawdy-houſe ? 

Mag. O deare l and is it ſo? VVhat are we then? 
1s this your boun faſhion? Is this the carriage of the 
Body, that you would teach us > What, to bee 
 VVhores? VVe could learn that at home, and 

there were need, without your teaching, 

74. Mother; what do you mean? 

Ali. Mrs Bampſey ; pray feare no harm. 
Ang. O good lack I what will become of us? where 
are we now, ane 
Betray d | betray'd | Our honours are betray d. O my 
r Bump. how will thou take this at my hands, 
though I * them never ſo Court ly? 
Dry. Sfoot, ſhe's in her Mawdlin fit : All her wine 
ſhowres 


be Damoiſelle. 
ſhowres out in teares. 

Mag. Oh, ob, oh, —  [Shefals ] 
Dry. Pray have her in. Look carefully to her, 
Mag. Oh, oh, ob, 
Dry. Take the Bottle with yee. 

Mag. I, I. I. a 
Dry. In all to the next Room. —— Exeunt Fra. 
wat. Sir, ſhe ſhall with me. Ile leave Jane leading 


her where ] found her. ont Magda- 
Dry. Sir, no ſuch matter. len. 
Wat. Sfoot, Gentlewoman, muſt I kick you out o 
doores ? 


Dry. No, nor depart your ſelfe, but by Authority. 
J am provided for you. Friends come in, 


Enter two Sergeants, 


And do your Office. | 
Fer. We arreſt you, Sir; Nay, we ſhall rule you. 
Wat. Ha, ha, ha, VVhy, this is well, and very hoſ- 
pitably done. 
VVould any man but an old Bawde ha done this? 
Day. Sir, ] miſtruſted your Apoſtacy. 
Since you revolt, I muſt recall my money; 
Or lay you where ] found you, as you threatned your 
Siſter here. 
Wat. Baſer, and baſer ſtill, Are you a Knight? 
A Knight, a Poſt-Knight. A Poſtillion, 
That rides a fore-borſe,o're the Eares indurt, 
Three fingers thick, is not ſo baſe. You Varlets, 
Do you arreſt folkes in a bawdy-houſe? 
Ser. VVe do not finde it ſo, Or, if it be, 
The place may be as honeſt as our Office. 
VVill you walk, Sir > | 
Wat, Stay; Let me conſider, 
If 


The Damoiſelle: 
If now my Father (as ſomein like caſes 
Have done ) would take a fine ſubmiſſion. 
I conld affoard to kneele and whine, me-thinks, 
Rather then back co my old Ward again. 
Twill nere be handſome though. 


Enter Valentine: 


Val. The buſineſs Gentlemen, 

Wat. My lucky friend, 

Sir, you reliev d me lately. Could you now ' 
But add another Favour, it might teach 

One, that nere learnt to pray, to pray for you. 
Do you not know me, Sir? Twas I you fav'd 
Out of the Temple Sudds. 

Val. Haſt thou been ſhav d ſince ? 

Wat. No, Sir, I was diſguis'd. 

Val. Diſguis'd ! 

Wat. Diſguis d in villany, which Irecant. 

Val. Who knowes but he may prove an honeſt 
man ? 

Pray, Sir, a word. | 

9 do not uſe to wait dry-fiſted; nor dry throa- 

ted. 

Wat. I would you were as wet all over, as I was like 
to have been: Or, as you are Catchpoles, I 
would you had been but in thoſe hands Ieſ- 
cap'd from. 

Dry. You have prevail'd, Sir. 

Val. Sergeants you ſhall not out of the Honſe. 
Here's for halfe an houres attendance. Go into 
that Room with your Priſoner, You ſhall have 
Wine, and Smoak too. 

Be of good cheere friend; if thou canſt be honeſt, 
Ican relieve thee : feate not. 
Mat. 


rer . yJ.. 


e 


eee 


he Damoiſelle. 
wat Sir, get my Father but to ſay as much, 
And you ſhall be {Co-heire with me. Ivow you ſhall. 


have halfe. L Exennt Wat, Sergeants ] 
Val. VVee ll talk anon. The Youth appeares con- 
verted. | 


Dry. There was no other meanes to work it by, 
But that Ius d; ro urg'd him paſt his Nature. 
He was ſo free in's Villany, that 1 
Giving the Spurs, ran him beyond his ſpeed; 
Quite off his Legs, and glad to be led home. 

Val. His Father comes on fairely : I have follow'd 
All your Inſtructions concerning him, : 
And my fantaſtick Father-'Law.Both whom 
Are hard at hand, with the wiſe weſtern Knight. 

He too's content to go to the beſt Ordinary, | 
V Vhile tis beſt cheap he ſaies.V Vhere are the women? 

Dry. Your Mother- Law, after ſhe had got | 
As much French Carriage, as might ſerve to furniſh 
| A petty Court; is fallen into a fit, 

To over-throw it all againe. 

Val. The better. 

But is the houſe cleare, Sir, of all your Riflers 2 

Dry. As Icould wish; And well ſatisfied. 
For, when they underſtood the honeſt end, 
My Project aim dat; which, by an Oration 
VVell charg'd with virtuous Sentences, I forc'd 
Into the nobler Breaſts : they all recanted 
The barbarous purpoſe; and as freely lefe 
Their money for that Charitable uſe, 

To which Ipre-intended it, The reſt 

Purs'd theirs again. But yet I have collected 

In this odd uncouth way, five hundred Pounds, 
That was laid down at ſtake for a Virginity, 
To make an honeſt ſtock for Fraxck: 

Vai, Tis good, 

Imay 


I may fetch in my Gueſts In the mean tim 
You may be plear'd, Sir, to peruſe this Baper. = Exit. 
D). age now | what's here > How might he come 
8 5 is? 1 „ 
It is the ſcorn I ſent my injur d Love; 

My abus d Elynor : The hand, that threw 

Her from me. O, that at the price of it 
Icould receive her. | l 


Enter Oliver. Ambroſe; . 


Ol. Sir, by your leave, | x 
' VVe come to {up w'yce. Does your Rifling hold? 
Amb. VVhat, you are off o the hooks, me-thinks; 
Ol. If there be no ſuch thing, tell us the Riddle? 
- Dry, You ſhall know all, and briefely. Fraxck, 
come in, 


BA * 


Enter Franck. 
Now Gentlemen —— 5 
Oi. Let us ſalute her firſt.— Salute, then whiſper; | 
Dry. She does not taſt of fin. Faire Chaſtity - 
Sits crown'd upon her Brow, with an aſpect, 
May beat down Luſt to Hell, from whence it roſe, 
Fra; You profeſſe Nobly, fr. Re 
Ol. I vow, and do not lyeto you: If I finde 
Lour Father ſo inhumane 2 agiinſt it: 
VVee ll be your Reſcue, if orty able ſword - men 
 VVhich we have, at the ſignall of a finger, 
Planted in readineſs, can fetch you off: 


| u approve ? 
ay Yes, and admire your goodneſs. 
ol. Now we are for you, fir: | WE OR" 
Dry. Thea hearethe ſtory ; which your late. Im? 
" 'patience 


rit. 


T) 


-Damoiſele. 


patience would nat. permit ON 
 eAmb. You-ſpeaknot now n 
I that hig Hhraſe, of tonę, as you Enter Valentine, 


did then. Val. Scand here, unſeene; Fampſey, Ver- 


and heare attengively. mine, Amphilus, 

Dry. Iams, Geatlemanghat by Brood, Elynor, 
foule miſdeat- 3 Phillis. 
(Heaven, Heaven] ake thee pardan) once did wrong 
To an unfortunate Family, by re ſecking. 
Aſter affiance, and her love abuſ d, 
A Gentlewoman —— 

Ol. You got with child, and then deny 4 lende 

Dry. Twas ſo. = 

EH. Ay me! 

Val. No paſſion, gentle Soule, 

Phil. Ifthis ſhould prove my Father now | 
01. Well Sir, your.(zentlewoman! | 

Dry. Shee, on the diſcontent, (poore hapleſſe Soule) 
Now foureteen Winters ſince though ſadly burden'd, 
Hled, and ne more is heard of: at the firſt 
My wildneſſe took no ſenſe of i this deare Loſſe; 


But drew me through the wayes of careleſfe pleaſure, 


By riotous expence ; that mine eſtate _ 
And Credit ran at waſte, and was nigh ſpent, 0 
Untill my treſpaſſe cry'da againſt my Conſcience bo. 


10 render ee but in vaine 
We offer to the dead. My Genius therefore 


Prompts me to prateful deeds unto her Blood. 
Amb. What can this 60 0 _- 
Dry. Shee had a Brother, that loſt his <a” 

By Law--- TEL 4! 

Br. Means he not mee? 
Dry. To a Corrupt Oppreſſor - 
Jer. Ha! How's that? : 
Dry. "We ſtript out 1 2 very Coat he wore, 


The Dumbell. 
Had nothing left him, but a Sonne - 4 25:35 
01. What's all this to re eee G. K 
Dry. Even all char my be 13 ſee J His Sohnetwmy 
Daugt ter. een Fac 
Now do you find my rojeft Gentlesep 
It has at harge of t ec dayesHouſe-keeging 
Put halſe a thouſand pounds in's purſe; Belbtes | 
A faire pull for his Fathers Lind againe?” +4 
For he has, by a tawfull Chirch-man, married _ - | 
The Daughter of his Fathers Advetſary, wok 
Ol. Why, here are wonder! 
Anb. Bravely, nobly done 
- Dry. Come Mrs. Alice; and juſtifie your 44. 


1 e due 
Vir. My Daughter, ha! | 
Amp. My fweerheaft, hoe! 0 
Fra ode haes and hoes can not draw her from me; 
mer Y Wie. | 
Ver. By what wigch-craft? 


Dry. Byſtronger - Charmes, then your Art tan dt. 
ſolve..;Y c ou now. me POR, Sir-—And y project, do 
you notꝰ e ee 


O1. Amb. Sir H frey Dy PET; 
. Fer,T Se rf with Gander 
Elin. Gs he, tis hes. 


Val. Alaſſe: ſhe Made, Sir wette er Lady, 
| While Izppeaſe the re ſt. 9 
Amp. I will not be appeaf? 

Dry. Mylove l my e 9 

Zunp. So, cheare her vp Sit Humfry: Tober apaine 
Sir Hamfry your Sonne and mine in Law has told me all 
— and reconcil dyour Brothet 3Brokatl to you 
— interview. I ktow alf, the fü point and the 
whole the flat and piaime of the buſineſſe; 


4 dadnow I love theſe thirigs againe. How now Sir 475 
| Philus 
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The Datuoiſelle. 
philas? Drown d in Melancholy ?? .. 
Amp. No: But and] were at the Ir 
know what Iknow; But then I drown my ſelie, 1 
you leave to hang me. | : 
Ali. Your pardon, and your bleſſing, I beſeech you. 
Ver. Hence, - Exit Valentine. 
. Broo. Wastl thy Journey into France my Boy? 


nd; T 
I give 


® 1 
* 


High Providence hath made it good. But tell mee, 


Was Love your chiefe Inſtructor to this Mgrriage? 
Fran. Indeed it was equall in her and mee. 
Ali. Pray Sir your bleſſing. 

Ver. Away. 

- Broo-Furne this way for a bleſſing then my Daughter, 
Bump. Shall I tell you Neighbour? Law has no re- 

liefe for you; And Conſcience and you have a longe 

time been ſtrangers. Could you be friends and embrace 

Conſcience now, all would be well. And there's the 

ſubſtance. Is it plaine? 

Ver. Conſcience | do you know where ſhe is? 


„ 


Enter Val. Wat. Magdalen, Pane. | 
Ful. Heeres one has brought her in his true Conyers 
ſion. Jon | 
wat. Sir, If you can forgive, aad can obeꝝ. on 
Indi can better kneele, then ſpeak He weeps 
Fal. Do — thoſe teares, Sirꝰ Had you loſſ your 
Daughter, 122 

My Father had in this made you amends, 


In finding you a Son. His Art converted him. 


Jer. Sure, all's but Apparition, or a dream. | 4 
Bump. fiat Think you ſo? Tis your own fleſh and 
blood: And by your leave and;liking, may prove as ho- 
neſt a Man, as bis Father. Is not. this laine now or 

ive and bleſſe e m all over, and ſo kiſſe em too, Thy 
| your Childsen. . Il, 


* MMag. 


* 


The — 


„ muayſt kiſle, ane, for 8 over too, for 


as they ſay-at a word Verb. T. u mayſt 
Body, nor to carty no bodies body, but my 
owne body, Bump. No truely, duch Bump. 
5 0 — that. ener I did that. 
Bump. Peace, 2 All's well. At leaſt 1 know your 
Diſca 
Mag. Think me not drunk, good But, a little 
faſhion- ſick, or ſo. 
Amp. Faſhion-fick ! ! a fine civill word. To be drunk; 
is faſhion-ſick. 
Vier. Tamawakd out of the Lethargy - 
| 7 ; of Avarice ; Bleſt may our Friendfhip be. 
3 J will not ſleep, before the holy Prieſt 
one the Office. Bleſſing on my Girle. 
'M 2 Thou haſt made me young againe : the beſt 
+ Occurrents in this Project have been thine. 
Thy Accidents exceeded my deſigne. 
Vial. They do not yet ceaſe here: For ſee, the ſtrife 
Betwixt theſe long continued Adverſaries 
Perfectly f and both have given 
The young and hopefull married paire their Bleſſings. 
* Amp. To which I have given my Conſent moſt freely. - 
For it was Nolens volens as they ſay. 
Val. They are beholden to you. Mr. Vermine 
=Reftores unto the Son the Fathers Land, 
For Dowry with his Daughter: Andis taken 
So with the good you wrought upon his Son, 
The Convertite here; that if he ſtand firme 
Till the determination of your Mortgage, 
' Heel cancell it, and ſend t Gratis to you. 
Wat. That s ſure ng But Sir, the other _—_— 
| | ry. 


9 7 

2 of 2 

" 1 3 , 4 , 
VV 


KL lag. O my deare Bump! Art thou there? Thou 
* any harm, or diſho ** place he | 
0 


 leive me, 1 came butts learn Carriage " the | 


The — 
Dry. What's that? 
| Vat The moſt to beadmir'd of all; s 
Ye loves my Siſter kere; and has done long: 
now, * * h- perceaves her worth being yours) 
* , fince yox promiſ d him your ora 
He makes it Ais faire ſuit, ' + 
Dry. TIlcalk with his Father. 
x | And — ſtand you but firme, and live reform d, 
Winning my Daughters love, you ſhall have mine. 
e Fbil. That Fortune is not blinde, that ſhew'd me way 
To Father, Friends, and Husband in one day. 
Dry. This binds us all into a Brother- hood. 
Bro. And with a Brothers Love now ſalute you. 
Dry. So may we with a generall embrace, W + 
Create the Heart of Friendſhip, not the Face. 8 
Come Gentlemen, your Ordinary ſtayes, 
Twill prove good fare( I hope) though no rich Feaſt; 
And acceptable to each welcome Gueſt. 


N 


. "Epilogue: | 


) way cabling yet of UMlgar prajſe, 

Ii writer of theſe Scenes 40 Th 1 4 
+ 7 1 be aſſ umme 10 Bayes, 

M iber be pull d faire or a leuſe or m. 

If yes, them let your hand: aſſeſtunt be, | 

. bim to clineb A 252 tee, 


